
This is a digitai copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legai copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the originai volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legai Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legai. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is stili in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
any where in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 



at |http : //books . qooqle . com/ 



O (** 




HARVARD 
COLLEGE 
LIBRARY 



Digitized 



by Google 



Digitized 



by Google 



Digitized 



by Google 







00/: 




PRIME 

/ 
IHPIE8S1011 aiSYAEEll 




ITALIA 
1848. 




■qg$- 



Digitized 



by Google 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



PRIME 






L 



ITALIA 
1848. 



Digitized 



by Google 



Oo>q1> 



UNI\ -^SITY 
LIBRARY^ ! 



Digitized 






by Google 



'Sva/c \Sé*ntec 



In questi tempi Squali più che la libertà, licenza 
fa stringere i torchi, credo pochi possano gloriarsi del 
titolo di scrittori nel concetto di altre volte. Io poi 
diciannovenne appena , fuor delle attuali condizioni 
della stampa, non avrei osato publicare nulla di let- 
terario, persuaso io poco valere presso chi ha senno e 
capacità di giudicare con sana critica. Tuttavia la 
voga del Secolo mi ha spinto a muover il primo passo 
nella carriera delle lettere, lusingandomi e la bontà 
vostra e il compatimento di coloro che benigni sorri- 
dono alle umane follie, non ultima quella di credersi 
poeta, dappoiché il vagheggiarsi politici è follia che 
tolse il vanto e la mano alla più mite Sorella. 

Spero ciò non pertanto , allorché leggendo le mie 
impressioni giovanili mi avrete chiarito cattivo poeta, 
non vorrete condannarmi come cattivo amico , nel 
sentimento di che, lealmente e senza alcuna pretenzione 
vi dedico questo primo lavoro. Accettatelo e Dio vi 
largisca vita lunga e felice. 

Livorno £ Ottobre 1848. 

Luigi Cecgoivi 
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IN PENSIERO SULLA CREAZIONE 



Or mentre la selvaggia fantasia 
Vola per F infinito del pensiero, 
Pur tenta accompagnata all' armonia 
Dilettando, ritrarre il grande, il vero. 

E animato d'amor tatto celeste, 
Con la rugiada in sen d'una dogliosa 
Viola, io segno queste note meste 
Scrivendo con Io stelo d'una rosa. 

Allór che Dio creò gli eterei campi, 
In se stesso gioì del gran portento ; 
Fé' lieto il Ciel di stelle, d'astri e lampi 
Che son baci d'Iddio nel firmamento. 

E, rimirando il pallido fulgore 

Che ne piovea dall'astro inargentato, 
Creò nel gran pensier d" eterno Amore, 
Il Sol eh' è l' Intelletto del Creato. 

E dal sospir degl'Angeli, serene 

Aleggiaron le auretle or sovra l'acque; 
Risero al primo spir le piagge amene, 
E sulla balza tosto il giglio nacque. 

E quando il canto degli eterei cori 
Compievan F armonia del Paradiso, 
Ebbe concello Iddio dei nostri amori, 
Ebbe concetto allor del primo riso; 
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E nel disio d' un immortale affetto 
Creò la Donna, e nel mirarla rise. 
D' un Angelo l' infuse lo intelletto, 
E dell' Empirò le donò le assise. 

Nacque la Donna, e tosto il Gelo adora, 
Cl\e amor 1' affida dell' eccelse cose : 
Coglie i fiori gli bacia, e poi gli odora, 
E i baci d'Eva imporporar le rose. 

E neir aprir le giovinette labbia 

Sciolse la voce che fu prima al mondo : 
L'udì il ruscello della muta sabbia, 
E apprese tosto a mormorar giocondo. 

L'Alba nel rimirar quel caro viso 
Di sì pallida tinta inverginato, 
Tolse simili raggi al Paradiso, 
E cosi bella apparve sul Creato. 

Ma quando I' Eva giovinetta, al core 
Strinse del primo affetto il primo figlio 
Della Terra, ed indocile d' amore 
Sorrise fra le lagrime del ciglio, 

Riser le Sfere, e allor volaan baciarsi, 
Ma lo impediva fra gli azzurri un velo. 
Ciò eh' è in terra è nel Ciel, ma nell'ainarsi 
S' ama più forte in terra che nel celo. 

E tanto s' ama che il disio sublime 
Nella passione d' un primiero amore, 
Sdegna esser detto con mortali rime, 
E chi per prova lo conosce, muore. 
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Chiese un giorno alla sua Lisa 
Il suo fldo garzoncel, 
Se da me tu fla divisa, 
M'amerai, sarai fedel? 

Ella tacque e poi con riso 
Verecondo lo guardò, 
Si fé' rossa, e sopra il viso 
Una lagrima versò. 

Per cinque anni e sempre errante 
Il garzon sui monti andò, 
Né alla bella afflitta amante 
Più non scrisse; non ramò. 

Ella pianse afflitta allora 
Con la speme dell'amor, 
E del giorno sull'aurora 
Sciogliea l'inno del dolor; 

E fidando nella vita 

Con le mani strette al sen, 
Chiedea sempre la reddita 
De' prim'anni, e del suo ben. 

Tornò il giovane già lieto 
D'altri amori, e Lisa allor 
S'agitava nel segreto 
Degli affanni del suo cor* 
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Quando vide i fortunati 
La straniera col garzon, 
Che rideano innamorati 
Fra le rose d'un veron: 

Bella allor , ma impallidita 
Per gli spasimi del sen 
Più non chiese la reddita 
De' prinV anni e del suo ben. 

Pianse allor la giovinetta 
Tutto un giorno, indi mori. 
Una rosa sulP erbetta 
Dove pianse, i lembi apri. 

E il garzon passando a sera 
Sulla fossa e presso al fior 
Della Lisa ; una preghiera 
Sciolse ignaro, e fu d'amor. 

Pregò mollo , e poi confuso 
Vuol sorridere, e non può 
Colse il fior dal suolo, e chiuso 
Nel mantello, se n'andò: 

£ pensoso alla sua sposa 
Donò il fior che altrui rapì ; 
Ma dal seno quella rosa 
Chiuse i lembi, e inaridì. 



Digitized 



by Google 



9 



A CERTI MIMSTRTOTL SEGOLO PASSATO 



Che fate mai lassù, birri togati, 
Adulatori senza cortesia 
Che sotto Pale della tirannia 
Poltrite, sempre inutili e fischiati? 

Furfantate le leggi, assassinati 

Sono i Poppi da voi; Voi, la mania 
Del non far niente e della ipocrisia 
Vi rende in vita e in morte odiati. 

O anime di spie, fogne del vizio 
Incangrenite nell'arte ruffiana 
D' impromettere, e mai non far servizio ; 

Fatti ministri sol da gente vana, 
Inquisite, che l'ora del supplizio, 
E del retribuo (1) a voi non è lontana. 

(1) Poiché disse Geremia ; Beatns qui retribnet tibi, 
retributionemtuam, quam retribuisti nobis. G. CXXXVI. 

ApriU 1848. 
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ETOPEJA 



Bianca e mesta nel volto ove infiorale 
Sono le guance da due vergin rose, 
Pura siccome in terra Iddio la pose, 
Dolce qual fresca auretta in calda estate. 

Nelle pupille sue sta scritto « amate » 
E sono le labbra qual rugiadose 
Rosse viole, in cui van l'odorose 
Aure del sen, spirando innamorate. 

Tarda al sorriso se ne va modesta, 
E piace tanto a quel che in lei s' affisa 
Che più non sa se viva in terra o in cielo: 

E vorrebbe baciar la bionda testa, 
Ma nel mirar costei s'imparadisa: * 
Tanto è celeste quel corporeo velo* * * 

Novembre, 1S44. 
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TRISTEZZA 



S'eleva il Sol senza rugiada e fiori 
Sulla mia vita stanca e sconsolata, 
E sono il sol conforto, i miei dolori 
Che sparse amor sull'anima affannata. 

Non han più luce i pallidi splendori 
Della notte romita, e la beata 
Speme fuggi per me. D* illusi amori 
Sol vive questa vita illacrimata. 

Chieggo morir, ma cerco invan la morte, 
Che le memorie antiche al morto cuore, 
Fanno sentir, ma non sprezzar la sorte. 

E cosi trapassando e gli anni e P ore 
Tra speranza e dolor, mi sento forte 
Sol nel pensier che meco vive amore. 

Gmuijo 1845. 
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Li SERA 



U rosignol muove per V etra il canto 
Quando vaghe le nubi in ciel sereno 
Si pingono di rose imporporate, 
E di natura ogni creata forma 
Quasi incerta si amor tra 1' ombre quete. 
Del sol morente in quell' estremo addio 
Par che l'aer sospiri innamorata 
Della luce che sfugge all'occidente, 
E par che pianga il ciel, pianga la terra. 
Mentre i roridi venti del crepuscolo 
Errano aliando per le balze e i colli, 
Ed in queir agonia del giorno, tutto 

. Tolge a mestizia. . . . anco la pompa eterna 
Del sole é mesta, e le ridenti stelle 
Sembrano i baci dal grand 9 astro impressi 
Del firmamento nelle azzurre volte. 
Tutto è bello in quell'ora,.... tutto è amore. 
Ama il fiore persin della convalle 
Donando i molli incensi al pellegrino 
Venticel, che agitando le rosate . * 
Ali, muove dal verde di un pendio, 
Mentre le cime dei virenti pioppi, 
Cui fan ombra al ruscel che geme e passa, 
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Rendono un sussurrio misterioso 

Forse é il loro linguaggio.... Oh Dio non cresce 

Sia rovo o gleba che non ami e parli. 

Dai lontani lavacri allorché sorge 
Il disco della lana, e posa il raggio 
Mestamente tranquillo Intorno intorno * 
Tra I festanti casali, e gli ermi poggi, 
È allor che le memorie degli estinti 
Ci assalgono gradite, e sulla guancia 
Confondonsi le lagrime cjie rocchio 
Chiude, e quelle che il Cel sparge dagl'astri, 
Lagrime che giammai ci nega il Celo. 

Sol de' roseti e de' cipressi air ombra 
Si consola il sepolcro illagrimato, 
Eppur non sdegna il pianto della sera, 
Perché son quelle lagrime le sole 
Che sovra l'urna scendono pietose 
E la fan bella delle stelle al raggio. 

Quando ricuopre una celeste calma 
Il Firmamento per la mesta luce 
Della sera, e non sorge aura commossa 
A vagolar sulle acque azzurreggiantl, 
Udiste mai della chitarra il suono 
Errar sui mari, e dileguar la quiete 
E la gioja tranquilla del silenzio?... 
Sono pur dolci quei romiti accordi 
Che sperdonsi del sole al raggio estremo, 
E sfuggono incresciosi di morire !... 

Cui già di speme non arrise il labbro, 
In segreto una lagrima dal core 
Spreme air aprirsi della prima sera. 
Egli sente una dolce e fresca auretta 
Tra le dimesse -frondi bisbigliando, 
E scherzosa col voi trepido e lieve 
Inumidire il pallido suo volto, 
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Cui già negò questa superba polve 
Un^riso, un sguardo, mi umile compianto; 
Sente che il Celo ancor non P ha diserto, 
Che gli resta 11 conforto delle lagrime. 
V é tanta voluttà misteriosa/ 
Tante gioje celesti inver quell'ora, 
Che se a sciogliere avessi il volo al celo 
Vorrei posarmi/ e abbandonar la terra 
Sovra P ale de' venti -della sera. 



SUEIE AGITATE SPONDE 



Sulle 'astiale spónde 
Spe&oWa&fdo, e medito 
Ai frèmiti tìelP ónde 
lì mio destino : e libero 
Negli ardenti pensieri del rùW core, 
Dischiudo agli estri P anima, 
Già grande tie' misteri delPafaòre. 

Speranze ed Illusióni , 
Sdegni df vita, illimiU 
E gentili passioni 
Sono il mio viver. Placido 
Entro la fede io vivo, e sof ! disio 
Dalla mia patria 1 un plauso; 
Una lagrima tua, fdolò'taio. 
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E sempre credo e spero, 
E del dolor non dubito, 
Né dell' etèrno vero. 
Eternamente io m* agito 
Fra i tremiti d' amor, siccome 'il sole 
Si oscura, ma non sperdesi 
Nell'eterne del ciel vaghe carole. 

Sprezzo F inerzia e F oro — 
Più mi diletta un placido 
Sguardo di lei che adoro. 
Odio i tiranni, e impavido 
Quel che sento rivelo. Io chiedo e bramo 
Un serto dalla patria, 
Un amplesso da Lei che ammiro ed amo. 



AD INA INCOGNITA 



Dogliosamente le rosate mani 
Conserte avevi sovra il casto seno ; 
Fisando mesta il lucido sereno, 
Tutta compresa di pensieri arcani, 
Abbandonavi al suolo il molle fianco, 
Quasi il tuo cor fosse d'affetti stanco. 
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'Oh! quante Tolte amai nell'Intelletto, 
Di profferirti una. parola sola !.... 
Porti sol crine, o in seno atta viola 
Era tra I miei pensieri il più diletto, 
E consacrare a Te l' ingegno, il core, 
Ed amarti cosi nel mio dolore. 

Io ti rividi, e di mirar fai lieto 

Tergerti il pianto sovra il mesto viso : 
Indistinto mori sol vago riso 
Un suon d'accenti, Insolito segreto — 
Sospirasti un addio — forse 1* addio 
Era pel Celo, e vano il deslr mio. 

Dalle pallide foglie del verone 
Verso sera passando in sulla via 
Un sospiro sull'aura a me venia 
Qual nota estrema di gentil canzone : 
Eran le tue parole, oppure il vento 
Tra le foglie languia si mesto accento?... 

M'ami, e noi dei: che ad un miglior destino 
Del padre il senno, o bella, or ti sospinge 
E di rose adombrato or ti dipinge 
Pe* tuoi verd' anni un placido cammino: 
Ma Ingrata al don la fronte in sen deponi, 
Ed 11 bel volto a' un bel dolor componi. 

Ah! se fla che tu volga ad altro Ilio, 
Allor che sorge mesta in ciel la sera, 
Quando piega il mirteto aura leggiera, 
E perde il Gel l'azzurro Impallidito, 
Se per gli estinti piangi di sconforto 
Sconsolato dirò: Ahi! non son morto!... 
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Ma pria che d'altro ciel l'aura t'allieti, 
Di, che m'amasti.... e alior.... benché lontano, 
Benché il mio grido a Te si volga invano, 
Pur fla che del mio core, entro i segreti, 
Dolce nella memoria a me ritorni 
La ricordanza (lei passati giorni. 

Se l'amore è infelice, e tu non sai 
Svelarlo, o temi ad un cotanto amante, 
Perché in breve sarai sul mare, errante 
Senza speranza di vederci mai 
Sappi che amor benché infelice, é eterno, 
E ci conforta ancor dentro l'Inferno. 

E poich' egli è* destino, e tutto muore, 
Non isdegnar del labbro tuo sereno, 
La molle rosa impallidisca, almeno 

Sulle trepide labbra dell' amore ! 

Tutto cede al volar dei dì fugaci, 

Ma non muore il pensier de' primi baci. 



COME L'ULTIMO RAGGIO IN OCCIDENTE.... 



Come T uUUnp gaggio 4P (^ctyejale 
Tutto sconforta ^ core j 
E, una ^malinconia nel cpr si scinte, 
Che duol ; non è, guerra <n$n è «l'amore ; 
Ma sentimento ^cano 
Che sveglia j ,s,en,s,i, e .l'.anima 
D'un poter ^empre ju^ovo, ,e spxrumano ; 
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Cosi il mio spirto, ornai dell'avvenire 
Non curasi, ignorando 
Perchè vegga dinanzi a se fuggire 
La speme , e sento ancor eh' io vivo amando 
Ardendo l'alma mia 
Pel giorno estremo, e placido 
Attendo Torà che al sepolcro invia. 

Se miro i fior de 1 colli, io dico « amici 
« Al mesto pensier mio, 
« Voi che arcana mestizia entro i felici 
« Vostri colori racchiudete, addio.... 
« Poiché d' amor suir ara 
« Voi non veniste, al misero 
« Or vi degnate d'infiorar la bara. 



FANTASIE 



Per P azzurro oceàn del firmamento 
Distendonsi le nubi incolorate 
Del sorriso del Sol. Beata e bella 
É la natura al mattutino soffio ; 
Il ciel sereno rassomiglia allora 
Alla giovine donna addormentata, 
Che la prima inspirò negP anni primi 
L' intemerata voluttà d' amore. 



Digitized 



by Google 



19 

Maggio rtede sull'ali dell'incensi 
A ingentilir di rose e di viole, 
E di mirto e di pampini ogni colle, 
Mentre che il lago si distende lieto 
Tra i bianchi marmi de' toscani monti, 
E veste 11 Sol di più tepido raggio 
L' onda che bisbigliando urta la riva. 

Se il crepuscolo appar, tu vedi Intorno 
La rugiada sospesa in sulle foglie, 
E le farfalle, desiose, vaghe 
Angelette dell'aria, irrequiete 
Credere 1 vanni a carezzanti aurette, 
Ed insidiare a' fior de' molli prati. 

Non v* è spiro che frema intorno a 9 poggi, 
E s'ode sol tra le fiorite balze 
Il gorgogliar del gorgoglio del rio, 
Che scendendo da un sasso insovra un sasso, 
Desta un gemito lungo, e il colle e il celo 
Risponde al suon dell'acque, e si confonde 
Ai mesti accordi della cornomusa. — 

Scende giù per le balze un lungo grido 
Di lontani molossi alla campagna, 
E il villano nell'ore del riposo, 
Adagiato nel solco, a' rai di luna 
St desta e i lenti buoi guida al villaggio. 

Ma se volgi a mirar l* opposta parie, 
Tu vedi, monti e roccie eternamente 
Coronate di secoli e d'abeti, 
Cinte di nebbie, a cui sovrasta solo 
U vento, il' Sole, il fulmine, ed il Celo. 
Gli Apennini son questi, e le lor vette 
Maestose s' incelano e spariscono 
Tra il fosco delle nubi: { oh! veramente 
La bella Italia verso il ciel conduce ) 
Rassembrano dell' uomo agli orgogliosi 
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Desiri , e Unto é H sommo deh" altezza 
Che teme l'aere ancor, perchè passando 
Solto quegl' alti gioghi e fischia e piagne, 
Al qual tosto risponde il gemer lento 
D'Arno che svolge tra gli abeti, Tonda (1). 

(ì) V Arno nasce scigli Apennini. 

per mezzo Toscana si spazia 

Un finmicel che nasce in Falterona, 
E cento miglia di corso noi sazia. 

Dante, Por. C. 14. 



Vaga città dell'Arno, o mia Fiorenza, 
Che con Tale de' secoli li stendi, 
È ver che il peregrino a te richiami 
A inspirar T estro sulle glorie» antiche 
Ricordate dal tempo , e dagli avanzi 
De' monumenti in mezzo a' gigli alzati. 
È ver che incoronato il Ciel di stelle 
Par t'inviti alla gioja e ti difenda 
E dal turbo, e dal fulmine d' Iddio ; 
Ma invano il Sol da' lucidi sereni 
Ti sorride co' raggi e ti riscalda, 
Poiché tu dormi, e risvegliar dal sonno 
Il ferro ti può sol de' tuoi nemici. 

Ove quegl' anni delia gloria andaro, 
£ sì belli d' amor di libertade ! ! ! - 
Né- sol la notte è troppo : anco del giorno 
Conduce l'ore il neghittoso erede 
Sulle coltri macchiate da lussuria; 
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E la plebe che invan previene l'alba 
Gli artefici Don ha de' prischi tempi. 
Quand' io ricordo le virtù trascorse, 
E r inerzia presente, e la tremenda 
Maledizion del Gelo, o del destino, 
Si mi stringe un dolor che a me, me toglie. 



3. 



S'agita la memoria in sai passato, 
Ne ricerco le pagine ed in quelle*, 
Alimento la vita del pensiere: 
E panni ancor che un disdegnoso spirto 
I Torti inciti alla difesa, e soni 
L'alilo della tomba alle tre parche. 
O Buonarroti all'inspirata creta 
Venni forte dubbiando, ed alla Notte 
Movendo Torma, rattenei lo spiro 
Onde dal sonno suo non si destasse ; 
E tanta vita i marmi tuoi rivelano 
Che morto panni quel che vive e spira : 
E la natura in risguardar quei marmi 
Troppo, disse, creai, e a quelli accanto 
Cadde già stanca di crear la mano. 

Quando apparisti dalla terra in terra, 
Iddio ti cinse le mortali chiome 
D' un alloro strappato all' Infinito 
E allor sorgesti, e del giudizio eterno 
Gli spasimi pensasti, e l'Infinito 
Ti vestì l'ale all'alto volo, immense. 

Quindi tu vasto onnipossente ingegno, 
Con le tue tele e gli spiranti marmi 
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Rivelasti alla terra il gran segreto 
Che V uomo ancora può crear. Ma il Celo 
A se ti tolse, e allor si vide un genio 
Muovere Pala per la via degli astri, 
E il sole ricercare a sua dimora. — 
Empiesti i larghi, solitari campi 
Della terra del Tebro, e tutta Italia 
Della tua gloria più che grande, eterna. 
Felice in vita e in morte. Oh ! ben diversi 
Giorni condusse uno a te pari in gloria, 
li Divino cantor del Paradiso ; 
Che neir esilio con 1' accesa mente, 
Vide Bice celeste infra i beali, 
E alla pensosa fiorentina bella 
Sacrò versi d'amore e dolci rime: 
Ed essa grata alle dolenti note 
Che il più grande Cantore & lei scioglieva, 
L' afflitto consolò, significando 
Con parole sorrise e sovrumane 
E pensièri concetti in Paradiso. 



MASANIELLO 



O città che sorridi e sei superba 
Del nome che Partenope ti dette, 
Bella diva del mare, ovver da quella 



y Google 



fci^i ^m 



25 

Cortese figlia del Tessalo duce, 

Che I rudi colli invergfnò di rose, 

E t'ingemmò le sponde d'aurei pomi. 

Per te geme il Tirreno... Là dai poggi 

Sembrano i Poli incendiarsi ; dove 

Sono donzelle vereconde > e pie, 

Cui sol manca che Dio le baci in fronte, 

Onde formarne timide angio lètte. — 

A te insola i mirteti' eterno raggio, 

Ti vagheggiano i Giel coi: lor sereni, 

Tu sempre grande genitrice ai forti. 

Air Ame tue pensò la gran vendetta, 

Ed affilò il pugnale all' odio, Aniello. — 

Addio vaga città ! Le* tue costiere 

Che Inspirarono al Bardo arcani sensi 

Di voluttà' passate, 'bau pur* memorie 

Di passate virtù, d* eccelsi fasti 

Che a ricordare imprendo.— O giusto, o santo 

Amor di Libertà: Musa sublime 

Concedi toh* io <m' turchini ar tuo gran nume, 

E con iMuo !favor scuota le genti. 

Fa 9 che il mio versa accenda odio, e vendetta 

Contro i 'Tiranni dell 9 Italia, oppressa, 

Per vergogna di noi, temuti e forti : 

Che 'se questi Caini, un giorno forse 

Curverà» la cervice a* generosi, 

Possa il- pensier d'averli odiati sempre, 

Farci meno Infelici o meno abietti. 

' Ff&ppo quarto con la man strmgea 
La corona d* re, benché sul crine 
Gli vacillasse... In Lusilania i fòrti 
Sdegnavano il servir..-* In quella terra 
A cui die nome il- Longobardo, -invano 
S* addprava il pugnai per soggiogarla. 
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Poe' oro, molte* guerre, e più delitti 

Reodeano incerto il vacillante trono.- 

Quindi in Napoli fu, che inferocita 

La gran rabbia regal si volse, e quanto 

Dal molto affaticar del popol mite 

Trar si polea, tutto involò. — Tommaso 

Aniello, pescatore, al gran cimento 

D'abbattere il tiranno e i rei ministri 

Inanimò la gioventù sdegnosa : 

E dopo il congiurare, incerto ahi! troppo! 

Se quell'ardire gli lorria la vita, 

Alla moglie vezzosa e fida amica 

In guisa^tale rivelò il segreto. 

Carmela !.. Iddio die libertà , valore 
E intelletto e disfo di possederla. 
Se fia che il colpo manchi, Immantinente 
Fuggi, morir solo vogl' lo. Conceda 
Obliosa pazienza a te il destino, 
E non rimorso dello avermi amato. 
Sol P obblio ti domando, amica. — « O Anieilo 
« Tu mi lasci e perché ?.. Sogni di sangue 
« Ti gravano il pensier : io ben conosco 
« Il tuo spirilo ardente, e vuoi eh' obblii 
« D' averti amato, io che per te sol vivo. 
« Oh ! più non dire eh' io li obblii. Sopporta 
« Al mio fianco il tuo duol, diviso in due 
« Men aspro fora.... ma tu vai pensoso 
« Agitando il pugnale... Oh! Dio balena 
« Alla mia mente il tuo mistero. Aniello 
« Tu serbi 11 ferro per chi già t' opprime. 
« Deh ! temi Aniello, temi il sangue. Iddio 
« Sol punisce col sangue 1' omicida. 
« Deh temi Aniello. ...» 

E che temer?.. La morte ?.. 
Non nacqui ner mor*r?.. n <r*iu»r«c«. 
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Cui la scure precide e vita e alloro, 
Ha tributo di lagrime segrete, 
Devoto nel dolore alla vendetta. 
Se Dio piangesse, piangerebbe Ei pure 
Pel generoso... E, il rio tiranno, impune 
Fia che sorrida ai gravi nostri affanni.... 
Muoiano i regi, che il Signor diceva 
Esser razza di vipere e serpenti : 
Muoja il tiranno sotto il pie sicuro 
Del popolo che soffre. 

« Ma se avversa 
« A te fosse la sorte, in chi ti fidi ?. . . 
Nel mio pugnai. 

« Ma se il Tiranno rio 
« Farà strage di te, pe' Agli tuoi 
« In che ti fidi allor ? 

In Dio che é giusto. 
« O spirto crudo che sospiri il giorno 
« Ove fi dolor sarà compagno solo 
« Alle vedove donne, e chiedi il sangue 
« Come cosa promessa, a le sacrata, 
« Cedi una volta a' prieghi' miei, pietoso 
« Fatti una volta a chi tanto ti adora!... 
« Sentii se troppo al tuo sdegnoso core 
« Pesa il servire ed il soffrir tacendo, 
« Tanta parte di terra ancor si estende 
« Per sostener due sventurati... 

Amica, 
Se il mio dolor non fosse unito a molti, 
Che serbansi al disio della vendetta, 
Di Nino, e Alessio trucidati e inulti, 
Sotto povero Celo e rodi colli 
Trarrei de' giorni l'affollarsi, e solo 
D' Italia io piangerei al reo destino ; 
Ma vive Italia ancora, e la scintilla 

3 



Digitized 



by Google 



26 



Di Libertà nel popolo riàrde 
Siccome un dì. — Centocinquantamila 
Affilali pugnai son pronti al colpo; 
Sangue. . . . e sangue vedrai. . . . 

« Alma spietata. 
« Temi d' Iddio V alta vendetta. — Godi 
« Nel farti grande, iniquo, ed ammirato 
« Nella pompa crudel del tradimento. - 
«Ma che dissi?... Vedrai gli amici istessi 
« Farsi nemici a te, se tu fia grande — 
« Vedrai V amore e la riconoscenza 
« ( Air anime gentili unica gioja ) 
« Sfuggire in quei che più ti denno amore : 
« E forse qnel pugnai che al rio tiranuo 
« Tolse corona e vita, a te la fama 
« E la vita torran perchè se) prode. 

Sieno gli uomini ingiusti : a me medesmo 
Esser tale non vuò. Non nacqui vile. 
Credi, o donna, che vana è la tua prece. 
"Coi segue il Ver non può punirlo il Celo, 
O reo sarei di libertarie allora. 
Credi che quanto libero è più l'uomo, 
Tanto a Dio più somiglia. E sappi ancora 
Che i popoli d' Italia ad esser forti, 
Appresero al dolor che li governa. 
Muoja il Tiranno, e chi lo segue o teme, 
Poiché di male oprar tanto gli giova. 
Muoja il Tiranno, ornai tra noi sol ferva 
Guerra e sangue in eterno 5 e sangue e guerra. 

.... Quando i popoli stanchi affaticati 
Dagli ozi vili e da lasciva quiete, 
Che forte fanno dei Tiranni il regno, 
Un campione ritrovano che agisca 
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Dell' Universo sulla scena e parli 
E muova il brando a liberar gli oppressi. , 
È allor che uniti f Popoli e possenti 
Destano un grido che minaccia f Troni — 
Quel grido vola sulle candid' ali 
Della speranza e della fede, a Dio — 
Tremate o regi — I Liberi hanno un grido 
Predato all' uragano, e che distrugge 
8cettri, porpora, trono, armi e trionfi: 
Tal che lo credo il palpito tremendo 
Della disperazion eh' agiti il mondo. — 
Strappatevi le bende aurate e i crini: 
Cercate objblio per non morire infami. — 
Già Dio cammina fra i destini: abbatte 
I Potenti dal trono, e li fa nulli 
Sino al pensier degl' inimici loro. 

Era il Sole sospeso all' orizzonte, 
E con gli ultimi raggi entro le valli 
Feria de* salci i più superbi rami, 
Tale eh' io penso fosse eguale fi sole 
Che primo rise sopra il votto d* Eva. 
Ovunque le dirute arche e i sepolcri 
Offriano idea della mina assisa, 
E abbandonala in sen di primavera. 
Di qua si slancia un monte, e là si estende 
Un moto immenso fra dei verdi colli, 
E remole pendici, e larghe lande 
D' ondose nebbie, sì che par P arena, 
Dove guerra sostenne al Creatore 
L'Angiolo deH'Averno — Ogn'antro o spiaggia 
Ripeteva un romor : P allodoletla 
Chiudeva il canto al celere tumulto 
D' un popolo affollato. — Accenti cf ira 
Scorrean sui labbri per furor sanguigni : 
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Convalsa era là man sovra il pugnale, 
E ognun P amoreggiava.... È Masaniello 
Duce al popolo. Ei povero e animoso, 
Trasse a vendetta le dubbiose meuti. 
Ei si ferma ed aecenna agP incalzanti 
Che raccolgano i passi, e col pugnale 
Posto alla bocca indice a lor silenzio. — 
Ognun si tace ad ascollare ji prode. 

Dopo qual lunga ed animata guerra 
Nella notte riposa il cavaliero, 
E la cavalla indomila : e il cupo 
Ululato del lupo intorno a 9 rnorU, 
È il sol romor che sorge in quel silenzio: 
Cosi la turba dalle atroci grida 
Tacque ; e il forte anelar delle furenti 
Alme, è il romor che solo intorno si oda. 
Ei guarda il celo, quelle torme, e parla: 
« Popolo assai soffristi : il sangue, è sola 
« Onda che lavi P onta del servaggio. 
« Dunque sangue.... o morremo, o sarem grand 
« E ciò n' è dato se col sol pensiero 
« Ricorderete Procida, e i suoi forti. 
« Egli spinse a ferire ; ei feri primo. 
« Dunque sangue e fermezza, all' armi ! al fuoco. 

Ornai la turba di servir già stanca, 
Sorge concorde a ribellarsi e vuole 
Vendetta delle angosce e dello spregio. 
Essa combatte non per rtmper l'ozio 
Nelle lascivie illangnidito, e pugna 
O per aver sepolcro, e fama incerta, 
Ma sol per libertade uccide e muore. 
Non pompa d'armi, non crociato duca. 
Ma un'umile cultor dell'onde salse, 
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Masaniello comanda e ognun lo segue. 

E come quando il. concitato mare 
Sorge pel soffio cbe dal Caos spira, 
E che il fiotto infuriato, e torri sdegna, 
Inghiotte i campi, e vagabondo scorre 
Oltre le vette ad arricchire i fiumi 
Dell' onda sua piscosa, e a scavar nuovi 
Seni, laghi, torrenti e via rifugge 
A ribaciare il genitore Oceano : 
Cosi si spande il popolo commosso 
Su per le vie di Napoli, e quest' onda 
Di fortissimi invade, urta, riempie 
Le piazze i borghi, e par che V universo 
Ne ricuopra, e trabocchi in sul confine 
Degl'ultimi orizzonti, in sen del vano. 

Urli, grida, bestemmie, e sangue e spade 

Empion 1' ària e la terra ; e la beir ira 

Che in cor gli freme e sopra il volto aperta, . 

Par che minacci gli elementi e Dio; 

Oh ! bealo chi torna in sen de' figli 

Stanco, anelante, e con amor sul labbro 

Le sacre note libertà vogliamo. 

Ma pria che ai cor la tenerella prole 

Tu la riscaldi : la tua spada è rossa 

Ancor di sangue ?.. Le ^muraglie incidi 

Dell'umile casuola, e libertade 

Scrivi col sangue degli alteri schiavi. 

Ardon le reggie, il negro fumo in celo 
Stende notte terribile — Ai superbi 
Conti son tronche le cervici odiose, 
Mentre obliosi tra le compre musiche 
Pendono al collo di sfacciata donna. 
Tutto è strage*, un diluvio egli è di sangue. 
Ferire i vili, e sperderne la razza, 
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Sono gfoje feroci, eppur fon gloje. 

Masaniello sperò, fu audace, e ottenne. 
Nove aurore egli vide in ciel sparire, 
Potente nell' aver ciò che si vuole ; 
Quando un dì pugnalato, a terra il forte 
Cadde e rimase là con la sua gloria 
Che maggior del disfo fora immortale. 

U veltro stanco dissetò le fauci 
Col sangue che ne uscia dal cor di Aniello. 
11 cavallaro gli pregò riposo, 
Ma non sfuggi con le pesanti ruote 
Fare insulto allo estinto. È fama ancora * 
Che sul tramonto un umil raggio scenda 
Dov' ei spiro. Le fanciulle Uè pie, 
Neil' attingere a un fonte in sulla sera, 
Veggon per l'aura un intrecciato serto 
Con mesto error nel ciel tardo sparire, 
E lo chiamano il serto insanguinato. — 

Sorge tra i massi d'un antico tempio 
In mezzo al verde, una marmorea Venere 
A cui presso il bel collo, e il largo fianco 
Pietosamente aggirasi ed avvinghia 
Molle tralcio di rose , e alla fanciulla 
Idea, ridona il cinto profumalo 
Che Mosé con sua legge a lei toglieva 
Facendola arrossire appo le genti. 
Presso quel marmo elevasi una croce 
Ricordo estremo di quel grande Aniello, 
Ove la negra rondine riposa, 
E vi lamenta, poiché il mondo vile 
Intento air ozio, a alla lascivia esosa, 
Più lagrime non ha pei generosi. 
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O città che sorridi e sei superba 
Del nome che Partenope ti dette. 

Napoli. Secondo Stratone il nome Ai Partenone le renne 
dato dalla* Sirena Partenepe : altri vogliono che derivasse 
dal nome di una figlia d' on re tessalo , il qnale vi con- 
dusse una colonia. Appena fondata qnesta città, la fece 
fiorire più di quelle de* contorni. (Diz. Geog.) 

Filippo IV con la man stringea 
La corona di re . . . » . 

Morto Filippo 111 gli successe suo figlio Filippo IV in 
età di 16 anni. Sotto il suo regno depredavansi le entrate 
ordinarie , suppurasi con istraordinarie. Vendevansi ri- 
pigliayansi i feudi, si alzavano si esageravano li appalti, 
non si badava ai Popoli, ma all' erario, o piuttosto questo 
stesso non era se non un pretesto, una via per cui pas- 
savano le ricchezze , cioè senza metafora , il sangue dei 
popoli. Ninna storia può arrivare a dare una cosi viva e 
cosi giusta idea , del disordine , deUe prepotenze , delle 
depredazioni, delle pompe, degli avvilimenti in cui giac- 
quero i popoli italiani sotto il governo Ispano- Austriaco. 
Ai di 7 Luglio 1647 volendosi fare una nuova tassa sopra 
le frutta , un fruttajolo rovesciò irato i panieri e li cal- 
pestò. Si fa tumulto e vi si pone a capo Masaniello di 
Amalfi, un pesci vendalo, bel giovane, e di molto credito 
fra i Popolani.— fffatòoj. 

. . . Molti 

.... Serbanti al desio della vendetta 
Di Nino e Alessio trucidati e inulti. 

Sollevossi r infima plebaglia contro il pretor di Palermo 
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che avea scemate le Pagnotte , poi contro a Loz-Varez 
viceré. Un Nino della Pelosa fu primo capo popolo. Nino 
con altri tre furono strozzati: quaranta mandati alle galere. 
Poi una rissa tra alcuni servitori d'un nobile, ed alcuni 
plebei risuscitò il chiasso. Giuseppe d' Alessio Battileno 
ne rimase capo. Fece da viceré, 'governò assoluto e pom- 
poso. Perde il cervello richiamò il Viceré, che unitosi ai 
nobili ed ecclesiastici, fece decapitare l'Alessio. Ciò era 
seguito avanti i fatti di Masaniello. — (Balbo). 



Masaniello sperò. 



Masaniello governò con prudenza , giustizia", e pompa 
alcuni giorni ; dopo una visita al viceré impazzò , e di- 
venne despota — si crede l' avessero attossicato. Un gior- 
no la plebaccia lo pugnalò , trascinandolo con parole di 
scherno per tutte le vie di Napoli. 
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ALVISE SANUTO 



Amor condusse noi ad una morte. 
JUrti. 

1. 



U destrier non nitrisce e non galoppa 
Sa per Vinegia, ma dall'erta sponda 
Sorgono i canti, e dalla queta poppa. 

Tu qual fosti, tu sei bella e gioconda 
Per le neri dell'Alpi e per i fiori 
Verde per r alghe dell' adriaca onda, 

Cui ti reca di perle eterni onori 
Splendendo al fondo delle tue lagune, 
Di coralli e zaffiri a più colori. 

Geme il palombo sulle volte brune 
Del palazzo de* Dogi, fm maculata 
Sola memoria delle tue fortune. 

Mentre' risplendi per l'età passata, 
Or menomata per anni e sventure 
Bella sei pur, de* tuoi marosi ornata : 

E già pie grande delle lue sciagure 
Posi suir acque, come Sole in celo, 
Che il mal tedesco non paventi, o cure. 

E mentre a Dio il mio pensiero incelo, 
Prego che tolga quella troppo esosa 
Indifferenza, che ti fa di gelo. 
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E quando errai su per la reggia ondosa, 
Ove appendea ìa maglia, ogni guerriero, 
E dei Pisani, dove il brando posa ; 

Piansi d' orgoglio pel valor primiero, 
E sperai che Venezia un giorno audace, 
Ancor spezzasse il brando ailo straniero. — 

O gloria andata di virtù seguace, 
O patrii giorni, voi passaste.... addio.... 
Che seco il tempo vi travolse edace. 

Pur vi schiudete all'intelletto mio 
Ricordando un' istoria di dolore, 
Che dolce cosa è toglierla all'oblio. 

Altri canti un Falliero, altri un Vettore, 
L' ingegno mio più giovane e modesto, 
Si contenta parlar solo d' amore. 

lo canterò del caro Alvise mesto, 
Tanto che chi m* ascolta in cor l' imprima, 
E mi valga alla mente eh' io ridesto, 

L' ala pietosa della mesta rima. 



2. 



Giunti a Venezia tra le pompe e Poro 
L* ambasciador di Francia e la sua figlia, 
D' ogni umana bellezza alto decoro, 

Tosto l'amò chi volse in lei le ciglia, 
E il veneto guerrier Sanuto Alvise 
La vide, e amor sentì tra meraviglia. 

Tutto il mondo per lui, tutto sorrise : 
Solo di tanto aihor vaghezza avea, 
E all'opra cara ogni pensier commise. 

AHe preci in San Marco ei l'alien dea, 
Alle placide sere ki primavera 
Sotto il vero» sovente a lei scorrea, 
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Allorché un di, quando apparì la sera, 
Preso Dell' alma d' amoroso zelo, 
A lei ne ?a col cuor che teme e spera. 

Ada mirando dai balconi il celo, 
Come un' affiata figlia di Sionne, 
Non sospirava, che parca di gelo. 

Il diiicato fianco a due colonne, 
E le ginocchia a terra insiem tenta, 
Come chi per dolor pare che assonne, 

Pensando forse a ehi per essa ardea: 
Quando Alvise la chiama, ella si gira 
Che un'ombra fosse, e non colui credea. 

Ma tosto eh' egli parla e che sospira 

— Fuggi gli grida, tu non sai qual sorte 

— Si dischiude per te se alcun ti mira ?...— 
« Io già a Lepanto disprezzai la morte, 

« Il tuo onore non ila giammai spregiato, 
« A salvarti e morir son pronto e forte. 

« Nuli' altro che a morire è P uomo nato, 
« Se T uom mancasse di passioni e Toglie, 
« Ei fora eterno, come eterno é il fato. 

« É ver che la passione a eterne doglie 
« N'adduce, ma tu o amor, tu solo intendi, 
« A darci quante gioje il mondo accoglie. . 

« Alma gentil che la mia mente accendi 
« D' ogni caro pensier, siimi pietosa, 
« Toglimi al dubbio, e me felice rendi. 

« Non sdegna in primavera umil la rosa 
« Spiegar le foglie all' ombra d' un cipresso, 
« Benché tristo egli sorga, ella gtojosa. 

« Forse V istante , eh' io ti vivo appresso, 
« Dolce Ada mia, non privo è di dolore, 
« Sarà il primo e V estremo unico amplesso. 

« A me costa la vita il nostro amore, 
« Poco pensava al mal che ne deriva ; 
« É l' intelletto ogni confin del cuore. 
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« Ma quando udrai su per la spessa riva, 
« ÀI traditor, la plebe al giusto cieca, 
« Tu che sai d' ogni mal la ragion viva, 

« Spesso alla mente tua, spesso mi reca ; 
« Nullo amore ho maggior d' essere amato, 
« Nulla mi cai del mondo, o s' ei m'impreca 

« Or eh 9 io sento il momento desiato, 
« Neil' inferno, o nel elei, mio paradiso 
« È nel posarti in seno abbandonato. 

« Oh s' io vivessi mai da te diviso, 
« Se teco avessi almen la sepoltura, 
« Qual fora in terra, o in ciel più caro Eliso?... 

« Oh gioje vereconde, o mia ventura !... 
«Baciarti gli occhi e non lasciarti mai 
« È il volere d' Iddio, della natura. 

« Qual rosa, o fronda era cortese assai 
« Per cingerti la chioma, ed il bel volto, 
« Quali amaranti per temprarti i rai: 

« Se non le braccia del fedele accolto 
« Or sul tuo seno, e che ti giura amore 
v Fin che di vita Iddio non l'abbia sciolto?.. 

Già presso eran del dì. le pallid' ore : 
Alvise mesto quelle stanze lassa. 
Sol si vedea fra il tempestoso umore, 

L'ala del corvo che sui morti passa* 



Livido in volto, al tradimento accinto, 
Qnal genio di sciagure e di misfatti 
Il delatore, in bruno sajo cinto 

Spiando vien del passeggiero i fatti, 
E fura anco il pensiero con lo sguardo, 
Ogni accento notando, I passi e gH atti. 
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Tal, ehe nascosto all' amoroso azzardo 
Alvise non andò, che ai Dieci innanti 
Chiamollo tosto il delator codardo. 

Serbò il segreto, pel suo Dio, pe' Santi 
Protestò che tradire ei non volea 
La patria ; e che per lei perigli tanti 

Sempre da forte sostenuto avea. 
Condannollo nel capo il gran Senato; 
Ei sdegnando una vita o vile, o rea, 

( Oh quanto puote amor ! ) piegossi al fato. 



4. 



La Ballata del bardo è mesta e lieta, 
Quando canta gli amor d'una fanciulla, 
Di nota malinconica e segreta: 

Ma deggendo cantar quella che annulla, 
Dico la Morte, che con le freddiate 
Ogni umano disio caccia nel nulla, 

Cade la man dall' arpa, e non risale 
Che per trattar le corde dei dolori, 
Ben note a quei che vive ed è mortale. 

Addio cari sorrisi, e lunghi amori, 
Per poco lascio le cortesi note, 
Or bisogno ho di pianto, e non di fiori. 

Già i' aura del crepuscolo percuote 
Co' molli incensi 1* isolette e l' onde, 
E la rugiada sulle rose scuote. 

Pei canali si ascolta e si confonde 
La nenia della morte, e al sacro rito 
Poco popolo a bruno vi risponde. 

Ada sedea sul margine d'un lito, 
Tutta pensosa del passato giorno, 
Sognando i gaudi di quel ben fuggito,- 

4 
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• Quando lugubre passa a tei dintorno 
Una barca, secando il mar spumoso, 
E di pallidi teschi ha il fianco adorno. 

Mlrovvl dentro, e vide il morto sposo, 
Tacita stette come alcun che muora ; 
Alvise.... disse, con grido affannoso, 

Cadde fra Taighe e più non parve fuora. 
Ah ! Venezia d'amore eterna cuna, 
Tu punivi cosi chi s'innamora!... 

Cinquanta inverni sulla tua laguna 
Già son passati che tu fosti schiava, 
Indegna forse di miglior fortuna ; 

Ma il pianto lungo d'una razza prava, 
11 cor di Cristo alla pietà compone, 
Ed il dolore ogni peccato lava. 

Ridi, o Venezia, poiché il tuo Leone 
Dall'Aquila or scampato, e da paura 
Torna sol mari a conquistar corone: 

Ei ruggirà sino a che il moto dura. 
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Tartb 1.— E da avvertirsi che la prima parte di queste 
racconto, fa da me scritta in alcani giorni condotti a Ve* 
nezia; allorquando era opinione universale che questa 
città avrebbe dovuto cedere al Tedesco,, per la poca cara 
o desiderio che i Veneti dimostravano della guerra. In 
▼ero tale opinione, é smentita adesso, mercé l'eroica re- 
sistenza. 

Origine di Venezia.— 1 Torrenti delle Alpi fra Gemona 
e Bolzano precipitati dalle rupi alle radici, e corsi alla 
spiaggia angolare della Mediterranea Venezia, procedevano 
ab antico, secondo libera natura a confondere la travolta 
«abbia limacciosa con l' onde del vicino Adriatico. 

C Crivelli, St. di Venezia. Cap. L) 

Allorché entrai ec— Arsenale di Venezia -ove si conser- 
vano tutte le armi dei suoi guerrieri, fra le qu3li son 
rimarcabili l' armatura di Vettore Pisani e V elmo (dicono) 
d'Attila. 

Altri canti fin Faliero, altri uh Vettore 9 — Marino Faliero, 
tragedia di Lord Byron. — Vettore Pisani , carme di G. 
Prati. 

Io canterò del caro Alvise mesto.— La vita di Alvise Sa- 
nuto, per quanto io mi sappia, vien riferita solo dal Dan- 
dolo nelle sue lettere su Venezia : ed ancorché fosse una 
istoria ideale, pure é cosi poetica, e tiene nello stesso 
tempo del vero, per cui può essere letta e gradita. 
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Parte lì. — Fuggi le grida ec — Una legge in Venezia 
vietava a' nobili con pena capitale il tener comunicazioni 
con ambasciatori stranieri. 

Parte IV. — Cinquanta inverni ee. — Cinquantun anni 
sono trascorsi da «he Venezia perdette la libertà. 11 dì 12 
di Maggio del 1797 fu decretato il mutamento delle forme 
governative , abolendo il Patriziato, ed il democratico 
governo proclamando^ Si scosse al gran fatto il popolo , 
ed una reazione sanguinosa servi di pretesto ai Francesi 
per occupar Venezia, che incerta delle future sue sorti, 
affrettavasi a stipulare con Bonaparte in Milano il trattato, 
che nulla valse, imperocché per quello conchiuso a Cam- 
poformio lo stesso anno 1797, la repubblica Francese cede 
Venezia denudata de' suoi tesori, e spogliata de' suoi più 
bei monumenti, all' imperatore dell' Alemanna ; ed il Ge- 
nerale Serrurier ne fé la consegna agli Austriaci. 
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Jk WWJEMTMMJEUTTO . 



In questi frammenti più che altrove, $* invoca V in- 
dulgenza del lettore. È da avvertirsi che la prima idea 
di questo poemetto mi nacque ai quindici anni : ai 
sedici, detti alla carta ciò che sentiva ed immaginava, 
scrivendo in forma prosaica, non tanto per esser poco 
esperto del verso, quanto per esser più libero e sincero 
nella rivelazione de 1 miei pensieri. 

Ai diciassette anni, nell'Ottobre del 1846 tradussi 
questi frammenti in versi sciolti togliendo soltanto ciò 
che non avrebbe meritato compatimento. Io non so 
perchè tanto affezioni questi miei primi versi, quan- 
tunque mancanti di lima e di unità -, forse perchè 
essi mi sono dolci memorie di giorni più dolci, scevri 
di quella tremenda verità che con gli anni doventa 
gigante. Oh ! potessi tornare a vivere i giorni de* miei 
sedici anni!!! 
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FRAMMENTI DI UN POEMETTO 



Cuigi €amoms 



PARTE I. 



Perdon le stelle il misterioso raggio, 
L'Orizzonte del mar si va tingendo / 

D' un" aureola porporina e rancia , 
E la vergine Aurora incoronata | 

La bellissima fronte di rugiada, 
-Rapisce un raggio a Iddio, ond' è che sorge 
Muova e sublime a fecondar la terra. 

I salici pensosi, mollemente 
Tocchi dall'aura matutina, al celo 

Van premendo un sussurro, a cut risponde 

II viator dell' etra. I cedri molli 
Invitano le vergini gentili 

A riposarsi sotto 1' ombra lieta 
Degli odorati rami, e a pianger anco 
Sulle amorose istorie... Azzurro appare 
Tra le pallide nubi il primo Sole, 
Che mostra l'aure pellegrine, e i fiori 



Digitized 



by Google 



43 

Della festante Primavera, e Tonda 
Del biondo Tago scorre vagheggiando 
Li zaffiri celesti, e roseaurati. 

O Soie che percorri eternamente 
Con le grand 9 ale di fiammante luce 
L'Etere infinito, oh quando (la 
Che col tuo raggio a rischiarar ne vegna 
L' umana razza più felice e lieta ?... 

Come pria che dal ciel cada la piova 
Oscura nube a rintracciar seu corre 
Altra nube di pioggia apportatrice, 
Insin che steso un cupo vel funereo 
Per V ampia notte, non sorride stella : 
E pria si sente il tuono, indi un confuso 
Crepitar che fa V acqua in sovra i rami 
Sempre crescendo : tal l' umana vita 
Dalla cuna aila morte é un affollarsi 
Di spasimi terribili , crescenti. 
La vita ed il dolore hanno comune 
Un'esistenza, e come ad ora ad ora 
L' albero perde le appassite foglie, 
Così i sogni delusi a poco a poco 
Abbandonano il cuor che si consuma, 
Perchè più non può illudersi. Dispera 
In tutto, fuor che nel sepolcro e in Dio. 
Chi mai questi conforti a te negare 

Potrà? Tairparole, avea dolente 

Pronunciate il Cantor d'Ines bella: 
Quasi presagio di funesta sorte 
Una malinconia profonda, cupa 
S'intenebrava nella giovin' alma 
Terribilmente afflitta, — E, conosceva 
Troppo l'ordine alterno delle cose; 
Di Camoens la vita era infiorata 
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Tutta di rose, dunque ?. 



........ Il gufo intanto 

Lamentava alla Nolte i suoi dolori ; 
E a udir quel metro sovra l' alghe assisa 
Del vicin Tago una gentil pensosa 
Fanciulla si vedea degli astri al raggio; 
Quindi incresciosa di più lunga mora 
Sorge, e sparisce tra i canneti e i cedri. 
Torna alle coltri, o verginella amante, 
Ma tra breve sui fior vedrolti assisa. 

Già s' ode un remo. Un' agii barca scorre 
Increspando del Tago il puro speglio, 
E Tonda azzurra bisbigliando bagna 
V arena ancor bollente pei diurni 
Raggi. Un sussurro misterioso i remi 
Agitati risvegliano, e le stelle 
Che nel fiume si specchiano, vagare 
Sembranvi dentro, e poi morir brillando. 

Più non s' ode romor, la barca è a riva 

Presso cui geme innamorata Tonda. 

Un giovane discende, e sulla spiaggia 

Egli già posa. Il nero suo mantello 

Che all' aure ondeggia, è il sol romor che s'oda. 

Con pie veloce il più segreto bosco 

Trapassa. -È sovra un prato— è già sul clivo 

D'una balza... Or si posa afflitto e stanco 

Dove fan ombra i pampini conserti ; 

Ed anzioso attende, attende un'ora 

Con tal disio, come T amico giunto 

De' suoi giorni all' occaso, ama di apporre 

L'aride labbia su pupille amiche. 

E, nel pensier d'un disperato addio, 
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Ogni sussurro che sui rami passa, 
Parie voce d'udir che a lei lo chiami. 
Ma qual nota egli ascolta, e il fa contento? 
Chi risvegliò quell'armonia possente ?... 
È Gilda... è dessa. Già discende l'ampie 
Marmoree scale della reggia, Gilda, 
La vergili bella. — Un bruno vel ricuopre 
Que' contorni gentil, per cui va lieto 
Di vagheggiarla il celo. Inchina appena 
CogP agili suoi pie 1' erbette e i fiori, 
£ se anche una voragine s'aprisse 
A rattenere il disìoso passo, 
Amore istesso le offrirebbe 1' ali, 
Per tosto gir del suo Poeta al seno, 
E suggellarvi con un bacio, un t'amo. 
Io già tei dissi, o verginella amante, 
In breve, io ti vedrò sui fiori assisa... 



Strette le mani da un volere istesso 
Treman nei gaudio, ed a parlar si appresta 
L' infelice Poeta.... Oh cara Gilda 
Tu sognavi di udire i consci voti; 
Ma que' voti non son, li ruppe il fato. 
Sconsolato è il cammin che a me st schiude 
Per lungo tempo ahi, forse!... Ad altro celo 
Volger m'è duopo le pupille stanche 
Per un dolor che più non ha conforto. 
Privo di te, privo d'amor eh' è patria 
Ad ogn* alma gentil che dolce sente, 
Più non ho che m'avanzi. Un lieto suono 
Come temprar potrò sui versi miei, 
Se m' è tolto il piacer che li governa ?... 
Ora il fior dell' ingegno é impallidito. 
Più la speranza con le sue rugiade 
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Ah ! più noi bagnerà ; sol dell' amore 
Le memorie sentite caramente, 
Saran d'ombra pietose a questa pianta 
Che rotta piega le dischiuse foglie. 
Ma volge 1' ora del temuto addio , 
Ora di pianto. E più vederti, adirti, 
Più non dovrò, se non col mio pensiero. 
Sol perchè l'amo andrò ramingo : invidia 
Molto può sulla terra, e tutto in corte. 
Tu rimani alle gioje, lo vo all'esigilo: 
E più non ci vedrem, mai più... più mai 
Non ci vedrem !... A un prorompente baciò 
Entrambi spinge irrefrenato amore, 
Amor nudrito di gentil pensieri 
Cresciuto sempre nel comun disio : 
Ed in quell'atto, declinando il capo 
La bella donna lagrima e sospira, 
Molte cose richiede e moke dice. 
Poi resoluta nelP Immenso affetto 
L' abbraccia e lascia. 

Gemono agitati 
Sotto 1 remi commossi i cupi flutti, 
E par che degli amanti al pianto, piangano.. 
Luigi addio, addio, addio per sempre.... 
E fu l' ultima voce. Oh Gilda, oh dimmi 
Quant'è fatale essere amati e amare ?... 

Meglio è il morir, poiché se noi mortali 
Desiosi cerchiamo e gioje e pace, 
Niun loco esiste ove maggior la calma, 
O più profondamente si riposi 
Che nella tomba dechinato il capo; 
E l'anima se stanca e insanguinata 
Per le ferite della salma, quando 
Muoverà 1' ala più sicura e lieta, 
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Se non per li alti interminati spazi 
Dell' influito?... Si dischioda il Tago, 
E di sepolcro serra ai Adi amanti. 
Abbiano eterno un gemito dall' onde, 
Pria che il compianto dell' umana razza, 

Troppo triste conforto 

; ... A due che s'amano 

Anche la morte sa parlar d' amore. 



PARTE IL 



Siede Lisbona tacita, e nel celo 
Accorrenti s'incalsano le nubi 
Che sembrano l' ali del Gaosse irato, 
E ricuoprono a larghe onde le vie. 
Geme il turbine e striscia , e fischia il fulmine, 
Brando di distruzione.' Incerta, e lenta 
Luce si stende entro segrete mura 
Che racchiudono 1' egri, a cui la sorte 
Non concesse morire in sen de' figli. 
Un moribondo semichiusi gli occhi 
D' una malinconia, di pensier dolci, 
Par che conforti 1' anima che passa. * 

Égli é ben grave di canuti giorni, 
Ma il suo core, il suo core è ancora ardente, 
E le passioni che nel sen gli bollono , 
Non fur dal tempo manomesse ; vivono 
?orti e possenti, e cesseran nelF urna . 

Dimmi perchè s' accumula una lagri ma 
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Sulla papilla?.... Ornai d'amore e d'odio, 
Rimaner li dovrebbe una dogliosa 
Inutile memoria, or che a te mute * . 

Sono le grazie di beltà cortesi?,.... 
L'infelice Poeta entro le stanche 
Mani, racchiude pallida la fronte. 
Quindi siccome desioso ancora 
Di soffrire d'amore e di pregare, 
Si volge a tal dalla canuta chioma, 
Che giovane sposò sull'ara Iddio, 
E versa entro quel cor le sue peccata. 

•••••} 

Dinanzi al mio pensiero ora si schiude 
La conoscenza d' infinite cose : 
Ora m' è noto che d' egual grandezza 
Son, la mente d' Iddio, ed i delitti 

Dell' uom Per carità non chieder mai 

Il nome mio : se tu mi guardi, e vedi 
Impressa in me V immagine dell' uomo, 
Tosto comprendi che sono infelice. 
Forse II mio nome rimembrar potrebbe 
Odj e lunghe sventure; Ascolta adesso 
Sol come vissi, e più. non dimandare. 

L' esistenza or mi pesa, e Iddio non vuole 
Tanti affanni da me, che me la toglie. 
Iddio concesse all' uom la vita breve, 
Poiché lnnga sapea che alcun non v'era 

Il qual la sopportasse Or più non oso 

Maledire al deslin ; m' è dato almeno 

Una sol volta aver ciò che desio. 

Per omicidio vii la man non trema, 

Essa ferì sol per la patria, e 1* onda 

Bevve pur del mio sangue, ahi ! troppo ardente ; 

E ciò m' affanna che la guerra è infame, 

Ed io di guerra desiai gli onori. 
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Qui l'aure prime della vita beffi : 
Crebbi so questo suolo, in cui le rose, 
Il mirto, gli amaranti, i gelsomini 
Eternamente vivono superbi 
Dei concessi dal ciel vaghi colori. 
Qui più belle di raggi e azzurreggianti 
Ridon le stelle e tremano orgogliose 
D'esser del celo abitatrici eterne. 
Qui più divino d' immortai grandezza . 
Spazia per l'etra l'infiammato sole, 
E par df luce un mondo, e di colori 
Che servirono all'opra del creato: 
Sorrisero per esso i lieti colli 
Di Lusitania, e con vaghe in celo 
Lucide nubi scorrono per esso; 
E col minio del sole il gran Fattore 
Invermigliò la donna e il Paradiso. 
Ma già vaneggio ; questo suolo è infame : 
Nido alla serpe, che divora flore. 

AJ morir d'un bel giorno in una valle 
Lungo un torrente che gemea tra sassi, 
Scòrsi un ente gentil che luce avea 
Per ogni lato ; ma negl'occhi poi 
Rimirando anziòso e mai contento, 
Spesso dubbiai se fosser occhi o celo. 
Gilda nomossi, ed io ramai si forte, 
D'un amor tutto vergine e primiero. 
Armoniosa ci scorrea sul labbro 
Fanciulli entrambi, la gentil favella 
Di Lusitania, a noi madre o noverca ; 
E gli affetti e i dolor meco sentiva 
La mia Gilda gentile, e sempre amante. 
Mi fu tolta, ed ailor perchè infelice • 
Io matediva all'orgogliosa creta 

5 
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Che se audacia e possanza eguale avesse, 
Contaminar potrebbe, ancora il celò. 

Amor cbe sempre dolce parla al core, 
Amor cbe l'intelletto a Dio rivolge 
Mi condusse all' esilio, e 1 luughi affanni 
Non fèr che inacerbir la mia ferita. 
Giurai vendetta a chi m'odiò ; giurai. 
Vendetta eterna, ed invocai che tutte 
Quante maledizion scesero in terra 
E nell'inferno, sin da che vi cadde 
L'angel di luce che allegrava il celo, 
Tutte su quelli cbe mi odiar scendessero. 
E non inorridir s'io serbo ancora 
Quel giuramento, che non amò mai 
Chi l'insultò non sente, e non lo vendiea. 
Gli uomini voiler che infelice e tristo 
Vivessi — or tale io vissi, e cosi sia. — 

Alla città di cui gli estremi lidi 
Bagna il Màndora e li circonda lento, 
Mi ridussi — Gentili erano l' aure 
Ricche d'incensi depredati ai fiori. 
Ivi i palmeti sussurravan dolce 
Il suol temprando dall'acceso sole» 
Colà chiamato dal disio d' amore, 
Lamentava il colombo or sotto un pino, 
Or bagnava le piume in mezzo a' rivi. — 
Era pur bello il sol sull'acqua e i campi!. 
Se il delitto signor dell'universo 
Là non regnasse, alcun non crederla 
Ch' entro del ciel vi fosse il paradiso. 
Ma la pompa del regno e la corona 
Di quel Signor, sotto la cui bandiera 
Io militai, venia sorretta a Goa, 
Da man più degna di tener la scure, 
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Che Io scettro. 

« Ma invero, o Ignoto vecchio, 
« Colo! che slede sovra gN altri e Impera 
« D'eguale amor per il disio di regno , 
« Scettro, e mannaja di trattare ardisce 
. — Forse e ciò vero. Infln cercai di porre 
Innanzi i vizi del Signor, che allora 
Troppo audace regnava, e al volgo apersi 
Necessità che ha l'uom d'essere eguale 
Ma il volgo rise, mi' legò le braccia, 
È mi fé dono di catene e insulti. 
« Non sai che libertade eco non trova 
« Neil 9 alma della plebe oppressa e vile ? 
« Quando ogui senso di gentili affetti 
« Sorgerà dalla plebe, e II grande e il vero • 
« Fia che comprenda , libertade avremo. 
« Son le virtù degl'uomini il patibolo 
« De' re » 

— Tu vero parli o Frate, quando 
Gli uomini affetti avessero e virtudi , 
Regi non foran mai, perchè giustizia 
Servo e Signor non volle, In 'onta a Dio. 
Rende iniqui il poter: sono i delitti 
I gradini del trono , e sulla terra 
Tanto più grava la regal corona, 
Quanto più sovra lei pesan le infamie — 
« E le infamie son molte, e dagli stessi 
« Che dicono uguaglianza, io sempre vidi 
« Erger superbi li capo alla corona. 
« Vinceremo un tiranno, altri tiranni 
« Risorgeranno ancor, poiché V orgoglio 
« È il peccato del celo, e a Dio è concesso 
« Vincerlo, e non. distruggerlo » 

— Sciagura 
È questo ver che mi ricordi, o Frate. 
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Vivendo chiuso entro segreta torre 
L' intelletto morìa nello sconforto 
Di lodare il creato, e non gioirne, 
Che ognf pensier cui dalla mente usciva 
Era pieno di rabbia e di dolore. 
Io vedea su nel del le bianche nubi, 
Quando il crepusco del mattino appare, 
Angelo vago che ha I' ali di rose, 
E dolcemente da lontani còlli 
Muovea baciando il ciel coir aureo labbro : 
Tosto la Luna impallidia fuggendo, 
Che pare stanca riposarsi in celo, 
Quasi senta l'amor del Paradiso. 
Quindi agitati il Sol 1* immensi vanni 
Si raccoglieva in sen de' cupi. flutti^ 
E di nuovo sorgea V eterna danza 
Degl' astrf che d' Iddio son la dimora. 
E nel vedere il celo, e lo scontento . 
Di non gustarne li odorati spiri, 
Malediva alla terra, e a chi vi posa. 

Tante sventure neri' afflitto core 
Solo temprava con una memoria : 
Era di Te la rimembranza, o Gilda, 
Tanto bella, ed a cui rideano in volto 
Si vive rose da far le altre morte. 
Certo che a Dio dopo il concetto primo 
Dèi Paradiso, gli sorgesti in mente, 
Te meno, ò al par del Paradiso bella 
Ah ! forse il Creator veggendo scesa 
Tra I discendenti d'Eva un proprio raggio, 
A se tolta or t'avrà !... Ah I sjb perfetto 
Non fosse Iddio, io l'odferei.... Perdona 
O fratel mio, se profferii tremenda 
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Bestemmia, io soffro e nel soffrir si pecca. — 

Qui d'ira il volto l'apparì commosso, 

E guardò il ciel, come Caio fuggente, 

E, con forte sospir, si l'egro disse 

— Vita incerta ho condotta e sempre amante. 

Amai la patria, il Creator, la donna, 

E li amai sempre, e li amo forte ancora 

Mentre son per. volar traverso i secoli, 

E posarmi nel sen di un qualche regno. 

Sessanta inverni le lor fredde brume 

Mi scossero sul capo incanutito; 

E in questa età grave per anni e scienza, 

Io sol Yivea per la pietà d'altrui 

Che amando me, talor si riducea 

Alla viltà di stendere la mano, 

E a me recava l'obolo accattato. . 

Or muore il Camoens di dolor, di stento* 

Ei dalla patria mai non ebbe un pane !...*— 

U monaco pregava, e quell'afflitto 
Più non udia, che li pareva i baci 
Sentir sul labbri della cara Gilda, 
E le note parole, i lunghi sguardi ; 
Sul cubiti rizzatosi esclamava : 
« Voi che tanto mi odiaste.... Io vi perdono!! » 
E strinse sovra il seno il Crocifisso 
Stringer credendo la sua cara donna ; 
E nel ricordo dei dolor sorrise, 
Poiché dolcezza alcuna non pareggia 
Alla gioja gentile e vereconda, 
Di quei che tra le lagrime perdona — 

Poi cominciò, ( felice nell' inganno ) 
— Mia Gilda addio, tu che mi amasti tanto, 
Tu che al mirarti, tosto si comprende 
Che il volto d'una vergine è più caro, 
E più lusinga che del ciel l'azzurro, 
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Abbi T addio. Ma In ver sono follie, 
Averti qui sul seno abbandonata, 
E parlare di morte. Oh ! non si muore 
A te vicino, oh ! non si può morire ! — 
Baciò di nuovo il crocifisso, al petto 
Xo strinse ancor, ma nell'aprire 11 ciglio, 
Riconobbe che in seno aveva un Cristo, 
Gilda non già. Richiuse, tosto gli occhi, 
L'amorosa HIasion cercando ancora, 
E sospirando più non li riaperse. 
Nel pensier di sua donna, e del suo Dio 
Dolcemente moriva. Oh ! benedetto 
Quello spirto gentil ! Uom senza cuore , 
O stupido o feroce, è chi non ama. 
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Luigi Camoens nacque in Lisbona nel 1517. Fa poeta 
e soldato. In giovinezza s* innamorò di Caterina d'Attayde 
dama di corte, pel quale amore renne esiliato in Santa- 
rem. Colà s' imbarcò sulle navi regali , mandate contro 
il Marocco. Dopo la guerra ritornò a Lisbona, ma fred- 
damente ricevuto dagli amici, egli se ne andò a Goa. Colà 
scrisse una satira contro il Viceré, per la quale, fn rile-* 
gato a Macao. Ritornato a Goa vi fu imprigionato. Nel 1569 
si ricondusse a Lisbona : nel 1579 Luigi Camoens moriva 
all' ospedale. (Vedi Vita di L. Camoens scritta dalla Baro- 
nessa di Staèl.) 

PARTE I. 

Togo» Fiume che lambisce la città di Lisbona. 
Gilda. In vero il nome dell' amante di Camoens, é Ca- 
terina: a me è piaciuto più il nome di Gilda. 

* . . . . Invidia 

Molto può sulla terra, e tutto in Corte. 

e Dante della invidia scrive : 

La Meretrice, che mai dall'- Ospizio 
Di Cesare non torse gli occhi putti, 
Morte comune, e delle córti vizio. 

PARTE II. 

Per omicidio vii la man no trema, 
Essa ferì sol per la patria, e V onda 
Bevve pur del mio sangue 

11 Camoens perdo V occhio destro combattendo innan- 
zi a Ceuta. 
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Qui l'aure pròne detta vita io bevvi. 



L'amena titanio ne della città di Lisbona riene abba- 
stanza nota per questi Tersi di Camoens, i quali mi piace 
riportare . 

Lisbona, e tu che sovra ogni altra beUa 
Apri sul mar soggetto i vaghi lumi, 
Tu che di mura cinse e di castella 
. Lui l che molte città vide e costumi ; 
A cui Teli s' inchina, e. mesce ancella 
La placida onda a* tuoi reali jktmL 

(Xnsiadi Lib. 3. Ott. 5ft traduz. del Nottì.) 

* Ulisse. 

Alta città di cui li estremi lidi 
Bagna il Mandora. 

Goa città distante noTe miglia dalla imboccatura del 
fiume Mandora. 

Sessanta inverni le lor fredde brume 
Mi scossero sul capo incanutito, 

Camoens mori di 62 anni. 

• lo sol vinca per la pietà <T altrui. 

Negli ultimi anni di sua THa, Luigi Camoens Tirea di 
elemosina, che un suo, scbiaya raccoglierà durante la notte. 
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59 
DA PROPERZIO 

21 Ctttjt* 



Ecqaid te mediit cessantem Cintia.. 
Elegia 11. lib. T. 



O Cinzia forte a me cara e diletta 
Lungi vivi da me di Baja in seno, 
Presso all'erculeo lago In soli' erbetta, 
'Mirando i gioghi al quieto àèr sereno 
Che di Tesproto. sovra il regno vola, 
E increspa Tonde prossime a Miseno. 

Tu non ricordi più la naia parola 
E '1 desio delle notti amiche e prime ?... 
Der mio amore il pensier non ti consola?... 

Forse d' ignoto colle in sulle cime 
D'altr' uomo ascolti i detti e non rammenti 
Il primo amante, e le sue dolci rime!.. 

Per Tonde di Locrin cupe e tacenti 
Vorrei, coi remi sovra umil barchetta 
Sola muovessi al sussurrar de' venti, 

E se d'acque vaghezza ora ti detta, 
Di Teutranto dalle lucid' onde, 
Ferissi il corso libera e soletta. 

Ma tu seduta sulle quiete sponde 
« Dolci, sorrise parolelte brevi » 
Brami ascoltare, a cui tuo cor risponde : 



Digitized 



by Google 



60 



E obbliando l'amore in che vivevi, 
Come donna infedele al giuramento 
Forse d'altro amatore amor ricevi. 

Né già per la tua fede io mi lamento, 
A me nota; ma pur nel caso mio 
Ogni fede in amore incerta io sento. 

Se men lieti ti son questi che invio 
Dettati dall'amore austeri canni, 
Amor rie incolpatolo, e il timor mio. 

Più amar dovrei di Te, chi yita darmi 
Seppe, ma te più adoro o Cinzia bella, 
E senza Te di vivere non parmi. 

D'ogni- mio ben tu sei la lieta stella 
Che rischiara le notti del destino, 
Ed ogni affanno ed ogni pena abbella. 

Se incontrerò gii amici, o lieto, o chino 
Per dolore — io dirò : nii le' colei. 
Signora del mio cor lieto o meschino — * 

Facil ti rendi, o Cinzia ai desir miei,. 
Fuggi l'onda di Baja e lo* splendore, 
Dove spirti gentil son presto rei. 

Tolser quei lidi e fama e patria e onore 
Alle caste fanciulle, e loro piacque 
Colà vivendo adulterar l' amore. 

Ah ! si sperdan di Baja i lidi e P acque. 



(ì) Lago Lucrino nella Campania tra Miseno , Baja e 
Pozzolo. Chiamavasi Lucrino dal lucro che si ricavava 
pescandovi le ostriche. Nel 1538 per un tremoto si col- 
mò in parte, rilevandosi il Monte Nuovo. Or questo lago 
non é più che uno stagno. 
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DA BYRON 



I mw thee weep: 
MiL. 10. 



Pianger ti vidi — Indocile una lagrima 
Sulle papille tue al mondo sole, 
Fermossi o tremolò, che mirar parventi 
Le stille del mattin sulle viole. 
Io ti vidi, o gentil, dolce sorridere 
D'un sorriso più lieto assai del sole, 
Che invan splendeva innanzi a que' celesti 
BegP occhi tuoi divinamente mesti. 

Come nel Ciel le pellegrine nuvole 

Traggon dal Sole un lucido colore, 

Che sfugge lento alle addensate tenebre, 

« (1) E pare il giorno pianger che si muore ». 

Tale è il sorriso de' tuoi labbri rosei, 

Che tosto allieta il più doglioso cuore : 

Tale è degl'occhi tuoi la dilettanza, 

Che lascia in cor gentil, la ricordanza, 

1 Ottobre 1847. 



(i) Chi paja i giorno pianger che si muore. 
* Dante, Purg.8.2. 
6 
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DA BYRON 



Brighi be he place of thy Soni. 

Beato o Giovinetta è il tao soggiórno!.... 
Poiché nian'alma della tua più bella 
Schiuse dal nulla i vanni al mortai giorno ; 
Ed or che siedi nella esperia stella , 

10 ti veggo lassù col tuo sorriso 
Oscurar le splendor del Paradiso. 

Fu tra la polve il tuo corporeo velo 
Di divina bellezza Sverginato, 
Ti auro le chiome coi suo' raggi il celo, 
E più si volse a Te, che sul crealo ; 
Eppur qui più non sei!.... ma tanto duolo 
Fugge in pensar che al ciel drizzasti il vólo. 

Deh ! ti pinga l'Aprii d' eterne rose 

11 sepolcro e di mirti e di viole, 
Fecondate al sospìr d'aure amorose, 
Ingentilite dall'estivo sole. 

Ogni memoria che su Te ritorni 

Lieta fla sempre, e sempre amor l'adorni. 

Vergine acanto, e molli erbe nascenti, 
Faccian ombra al terreno, e crocei fiori, 
Iri li cuopra con i vanni ardenti, 
E raccolgati le foglie i bei colori; 
Ma non sorga il cipresso a quelle accanto. 
Per i celesti a che ne giova il pianto ?.*. 

r .. ■: Marzo 1847. 
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DA BYRON 

Well ! thou art happy. 

EbJ>en ta se 9 (èlice e sento anch'io 

Che tale esser dovrei : io che sereno 
Per te gì' inni volgeva al nostro Iddio, 
'Onde aimen to fossi felice appieno : 
Io che bramava a te vivere appresso 
Più che solo abitare il celo istesso. 

U tao sposo è beato.... e costan pianto 
A me tutte le gioje ond'esso è lieto ; 
Ma .obliarlo convien !... soffèrto bo tanto 
Tatto raccòlto in un crudel segreto. 
Oh ! come V odierei s' ei non ti amasse 
E, «'altra donna anzi che te cercasse. 

Allor che vidi il tuo gentil bambino, 
Credei che il cor mi si spezzasse in petto : 
Ma qnando col suo labbro porporino 
Le mie labbra baciò con vivo affetto, 
Al cor lo strinsi, e nel sentirlo al core, 
Io ricordai sua madre, e il nostro amore. 

Sulle ginocchia il posi, e. in lui mirai 
Con forte duol l'immagine del padre ; 
Ma gli occhi avea di Te, celesti rai, 
Creati sol dalla gentil sua madre, 
Ed essi belli d'immortal splendore 
Erano miei soltanto , e dell' amore. 
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Addio bella Maria, te lascio, addio. 
Finché t'arrida giovinezza e fato 
E felice tu sia, lo spirto mio 
Anco lungi da Te sarà beato, 
Ma eh 1 io parta conviene, lo non potrei 
Udirti e non amarti, e t'amerei. 

Credei che spenta de' beati inganni 
M' avesse il tempo la dolce stagione ; 
Ma sento ancor che pel variar degl'anni, 
Non muor la prima giovanti passione, 
E sento ancor che vnoto di speranza 
Qual' era In pria d'amarti, in me possanza'. 

Eppur tranquillo, io sono, e un giorno for 
A Te vicino trasalito avrei, 
Ma tropp' ala di tempo ornai trascorse 
.Da che tu mi tradisti, io ti perdei. 
Colpa sarebbe a me tremare adesso, 
E se '1 volessi non saria concesso. 

n volto mio soffuso di pallore 
Tu rimirasti o bella, e non potesti 
Spiar l'agitazione del dolore : 
Ma bene impresso in me tu conoscesti 
Il pensier di morire illacrimato, 
E la tranquillità del disperato. 

Ma partiamo, oh partiam!... da te lontano 
Forse più lieto condurrò la vita, 
Senza che gli anni primi io chiami invano, 
E di te la dolcissima reddita ; 
Ma come obblierò tanto dolore?.. 
Taci o ti spezza appassionato cuore. 
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DA TURQUETY 



Où vas-tu, soufflé d'aurore, 
27. 



Ove t' eri vai per l' etra pellegrino 
Alidorato orezzo del mattino, 
Molle spiro d*un dì vago e seren ? 
Ove t'en vai, del cel aura Incostante, 
Quando tocca la foglia palpitante 
Sembra presa d'amor nel verde sen? 

Nella valle fra Y ombri, oppur sul lento 
Ramo d'un salcio aleggi o fresco vento 
Ove tranquillo dorme Tusignol ? ... 
O fai tremar le foglie alle viole 
Da cui la farfalletta al nuovo sole, 
Agitando le alucce impenna il voi ? 

Va piuttosto o sospir di rosea aurora 
Di lei sui labbri che il mio cuore adora, 
Vola alle coltri sue trapunte d' or, 
E. recando de' boschi la fragranza 
Sussurrale parole di speranza, 
Dolci siccome i baci dell'amor / 

Febbrajo 1S47. 



Digitized 



by Google 



66 



DA TURQUETY 



Italiota 



L'aube vient bianchir la plaine. 
13. 



L'alba che sorge, con le chiome indora 
Il piano, e mestamente si scolora 
H crepuscolo a' raggi dell'aurora, 
E verso l'orizzonte, un venticel 
Odorato dai flor della collina 
S'aggira intorno a nube pellegrina, 
Che va scorrendo per le vie del ciel. 



2 



Apre le foglie il giglio al roseo albore, 
E il giorno coronato di splendore 
Li riflette nel calice del flore , 
Che racchiude nel sen la brina ancor. 
Ogni flor della balza esulta e brilla 
Dinanzi all'orizzonte che scintilla 
Siccome un' oceàn di luce e d'or. 
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E i vago-pinti passeggieri alali 
Coi primo soffio del mai Un svegliali, 
Muovon da' rami ai verdi e molli prati ; 
Ed io mi fermo in estasi a mirar 
L'alba che sorge lieta e rugiadosa, 
Cingendo d'aureola vaporosa* 
De' re i castelli diroccati e il mar. 



Quanto d'ombre cortesi è a me disio !.. 
Qaan t'amo. il canto del villaggio mio, 
Che ricuopre con l'ale dell'oblio 
Ogni ingrata memoria del dolor!.... 
Oh! qnanto é dolce sotto un ciel di rose 
Mentre schersan volando aure odorose, 
Presso un rivo sognar gtoje d'amor ! 



Ma dove fugge l'illusion celeste?.... 
Addio casali, addio ricchezza agreste 
Che di cotanta luce il cel riveste, 
Addio villaggi sempre dolci al cor !.... 
io vi lascio per ir do v' ella brama, 
Dove co' bruni occhietti ella mi chiama, 
Temprati da un'insolito languor. 
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DA LAHARTINE 



IL GOLFO DI BAJA 



Med. 21. 



Non vedi Tonda che tranquilla bacia 
La riva e muore ?.. E, un'aura gemer vaga, 
Tremebonda sul flotto a cui sorvola?.... 
Scendiam nella mia cimba, a mio talento 
Che ben cede veloce, e a questo golfo 
Radiano le rive silenziosi e tardi. 

Già da noi si lontana il lido, mentre 
Con la timida mano agiti il remo, 
£ l'omero su quello inchini e pieghi, 
Ed io reggo il timon, che tra le spume 
Traccia un rapido solco, indi si scioglie. 

Che tepid' aura si respira o Dio!.... 
Già il sol raccolto tra le perle, e i mari 
Dona l'impero, delle azzurre notti 
Alla regina pallida, le piante 
Schiuso il sen, van donando i molli incensi 
Ad ogn'ala di seffiro, e l'orezzo 
Della sera che a' fior tolse i profumi, 
Ingentilisce col suo volo i mari. 

E quali canti echeggiano su queste 
Silaggio rìdenti!!.. Gli armoniosi accordi 
Eco prolunga : il pescator lo schifo 
Fidar temendo al raggio delle stelle, 
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Ripiega, annoda le sue candide vele, 
E lido alla raagion riede cantando ; 
Mentre allegra una torba accorre al lido 
Festeggiando con gioja il suo ritorno. 
. Ma già più fosca l'ombra cade, e i mari 
Tutti involve nel bujo. li lido invano 
Ricerco, e l'allegria fra 1 canti cessa. 

Già il silenzio si estende , ed in quest' ora 
Vien la Malinconia sola, pensosa 
A posarsi sull'alghe, e in meditare 
Sull'eloquenza degli antichi marmi 
Ai colli ed alla Luna, i suoi segreti 
Va con voce immortai significando. 
O sacro, antico oslel di libertade ! 

terra un di possente e gloriósa 

Per fasti eccelsi, or fatta schiava e muta 
Sotto un Cesare esoso : or tua possanza 
Cadde con quegli eroi che più non sono. 

Ma seggendo tra I fior delle tue rive , 
L'anima al grande intesa, in sulle tombe 
Crede ancor respirare il genio estinto, 
Come in un tempio xhe cedette agli anni 
La maestà d Iddio pur si respira. 

Ma non ridesti il suon dell'arpa mia 
Voi Quiriti d'un dì, Aeri Catoni, 
Ombre de' Bruti. Ricercbiam più dolci 
Memorie e più felici entro que' marmi. 
Qui venne Orazio, e in solitario loco 
Inspirato dall'estro e dalla gloria, 
Fuggia la corte, e le pomposa cure. 
Qui Properzio mirò la bella Cinzia, 
E qui Tibullo della luna al raggio, 

1 cari modulò versi d'amore. 
Ecco più lungi quell'asilo sorge 
Ove il Tasso cantò l'armi pietose, 
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Quando scherno al destino, e agli estri accesi, 
Ramingando fuggia povero, odiato, 
E la pietà, figlia d'Iddio, raccolse 
Tanta illastre sventura. Allora ei venne 
Memore pur della pleiade antica, 
Quivi a morir : mentre la gloria, eccelso 
Lo appella, ei giunge, e tosto giunto muore - r 
E l'allor desiato altro non puote 
Che pietoso adombrare il suo feretro. 
O bel colle di Baja, o bel soggiorno 
Voluttuoso, che accogliesti quanti 
Gentil grandi e sublimi il mondo edùca 
Genj immortali. Tu più nulla serbi 
E di gloria e d' amor !... Non una voce 
Che me saluti, tranne il gemebondo 
Dell'onde mormorio , cui 1* eco sveglia 
Entro i sepolcri. — Tutto cede al tempo : 
E noi pur c'involiam con le memorie, 
Come la barca che niun' orma lascia, 
Su quest' onde volubili, solcate, 
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lt is no new experìence for me to be speaking 
to the ladies of the Women's International League. 
Àlmost f rom the beginning of the League I was 
one of the outside counselors, so to speak, and 
when the League expanded and accepted men as 
equals with women — I think I was one of the Yery 
first to join. 

It is a great pleasure and honor to speak here 
this afternoon and especially on this subject. 

It was on September 14, 1889, that Jane Ad- 
dams and Ellen Cates Starr carne to live in the 
house on this present site, and that was a very im- 
portant event: I might say an event of world-wide 
importance. It was one of the ideas of Carlyle that 
any event was a world event: that every event, 
however trivial, was connected by organic filamenti 
with ali else that was going on or had been going 
on or would go on in the world. He heads one of 
his chapters in Sartor Resartus as an international 
event: "George Fox makes a Leather Suit." 

I am not quite sure that I remember precisely 
the symbolism of George Fox's leather suit, but it 
was connected with the establishment of "The 
Society of the Friends." I think that the event of 
the arrivai of Jane Addams and Ellen Starr on this 
site was a challenge in importance with George 
Fox's leather suit 
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The establishment of Hull-House, which began 
in that very simple and informai fashion, was part 
of a great movement, I think perhaps the greatest 
social movement of die Nineteenth Century. That 
movement originateci with the recognition of the 
f act that the great wound in society was the separa- 
tion of classes. We may say that that recognition 
was the dominating theme of the Nineteenth 
Century as recognition of the separation of peoples 
through nations is the dorainant preoccupation of 
the Twentieth Century. That recognition of a wound 
in society was made by Benjamin Disraeli as far 
back as 1845. In words of profound significance, 
he speaks of two nations — "Two nations/' he says, 
"between whom there is no intercourse and no 
sympathy, who are as ignorant of each other's 
habits and thoughts and feelings as if they were 
dwellers in different zones or inhabitants of dif- 
f erent planets who are f ormed by a different breed- 
ing, f ed by a different food, ordered by different 
marniera and are not governed by the same laws — 
the rich and the poor." 

That was in 1845. Three years later Marx and 
Engels issued their "Manifesto," which interpreted 
ali history in the light of this difference between 
the rich and the poor as the class war. The method 
that Marx set f orth f or concluding that war spread 
across the continent a great fear throughout the 
Nineteenth Century. 

In 1860, Ruskin published "Unto This Last" 
His appeal for the settling of the difference between 
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classes was based not upon f ear, but upon a motive 
which carne to be very prominent at the dose of 
the Nineteenth Century, described, I think, by the 
social authorities as "compunction." Ruskin hoped 
to settle this difference between classes by an 
appeal to the principle of loyalty — loyalty of the 
rich to the poor — noblesse oblige. He considered 
that every individuai, by virtue of bis place in 
society, by virtue of his profession and occupation, 
had certain duties to society which are paramount 
and which ought, in the last analysis, to be sancti- 
fied by death. Just as the soldier dies rather than 
desert his post defending society; just as the 
physician dies rather than desert his place in time 
of pestilence; just as the lawyer dies rather than 
permit injustice; just as the merchant dies rather 
than fail in his function of providing food and 
clothing and the requisites of life to society, so 
Ruskin considered that the rich should die rather 
than fail in their loyalty to the poor, and of course, 
the poor should be ready to die rather than fail in 
their loyalty to society. That, of course, is a 
highly idealistic conception. 

Some years later, Ruskin set forth his own 
personal attitude in words at the very beginning of 
his papers in "Fors Clavigera." He said that he 
could no longer read or paint or do any of the 
things in which he could delight while he was con- 
scious of the misery about him which no imagi- 
nation could picture. He proceeded to organize the 
Guild of Saint George, which consisted of a group 
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of people of ali classe» to come together under bis 
leadership, to live a better life and to provide 
within the society and the government of the time 
a special Cuild Association, which should furnish 
a refuge and an example. 

Then ten years later Tolstoy made his famous 
journey to Moscow in the interests of f amine relief 
and published shortly after his book, "What To 
Do?" revealing his consciousness of this difference 
between classes, explaining that the rich seemed to 
bave as their chief preoccupation in life to main- 
tain this separation from the ppor, or to increase 
it. Even the practice of cleanliness, you remember, 
was one of the things which Tolstoy accused of 
contributing to the divi&ion of the rich from the 
poor. 

William Morris, whose influence on the founding 
of Hull-House was very great through the admira- 
tion of him on the part of Miss Starr, felt like 
Tolstoy — that art should not be a toy and play- 
thing of the rich, but should be a means of com- 
munication among ali people. He believed that 
through the practice of true art these differences 
would be assuaged; the rich would be deflated, 
would be "abased," as he says, and the poor could 
be upraised, and so: "There should be rubbed out 
fròm our dictionaries those dreadful words, 'rich' 
and 'poor.' " 

At the same time, Prince Kropotkin and Henry 
George were offering economie solutions for this 
diff erence in society through better distribution and 
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disposinoli of land. So I say that the movement 
initiated by Miss Addams and Miss Starr was part 
of a world-wide movement in the Nineteenth 
Century. 

In the decade after Hull-House was f ounded, we 
find two leading novelists, Mr. Wells and Mr. Gals- 
worthy, making this class separation perhaps the 
most serious and chief theme of their novels. I 
believe that when Miss Addams met Mr. Gals- 
worthy in Arizona many years later, there must 
have been an instinctive sympathy between them; 
they must have recognized that Galsworthy, in his 
novels and Miss Addams, in ber social effort, were 
workers in the same cause. 

Of course, the experiment as such on the part 
of Miss Addams and Miss Starr, was a very simple 
matter as compared to the great movements of 
which I have been speaking, yet no movement in 
this direction has been so successful as the settle- 
ment movement established September 14, 1889. 
Within a year, I remember at Harvard we estab- 
lished an imitation of Hull-House at Cambridge- 
port. However, it was not very successful for the 
poor in Cambridgeport were not so very poor and 
they were chiefly interested in becoming rich. The 
Prospect Progressive Union was stili going on in 
Cambridgeport, when I carne to Chicago in 1893. 
The University of Chicago was interested in estab- 
lishing a settlement. The University of Chicago 
Settlement was headed by Miss Addams' friend, 
Miss Mary MacDowell. Shortly after, the North- 
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western Settlement house was established and later 
developed under Miss Vittum. In f act, it carne to 
be very quickly recognized that a university settle- 
ment was part of the educational apparatus of an 
institution of higher learning, and that the educa- 
tion of college men and women required the experi- 
ence, the opportunities, that could be afforded by 
living contact with the underprivileged. 

You know the creed of Hull-House. Its platf orm 
was described by Miss Addams later with her usuai 
modesty: "I am not so sure that we succeeded in 
our endeavors to moke social intercourse express 
the growing sense of the economie unity of society, 
and to add to the social functions of democracy." 

That was the platform, you may say, of Hull- 
House and Hull-House succeeded because o£ the 
simplicity of its pian. It could so easily be put 
into operation. It was thoroughly American, as we 
understand the term, in depending upon private 
and individuai enterprise. In the course of years 
there were over two hundred settlements in Chicago 
and the immediate environment and I think Mr. 
Linn states that there are over five thousand in the 
whole length and breath of the country. 

Hull-House had two particular functions. One 
was obviously to give the neighbors, the poor, a 
voice. One of the great causes of evil and suff ering 
in our society is the f act that so large a part of our 
population is submerged; they bave no outlook. 
It is as if they were under the surf ace of the sea 
and could communicate only with each other in 
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regard to their own suffering and dcep privations. 
Only a few of their heads, you may say, are above 
the waves and are able to speak with some author- 
ity. That is what Hull-House gave primarily to its 
neighbors — a voice. 

Hull-House could speak of needs of the com- 
munity that the mass had not even recognized, such 
as the need for public baths; the need of play- 
grounds; the need of teaching especially in English 
in a great community of the foreign born. It is 
one of the triumphs of Hull-House that it educated 
the municipality into furnishing from its ampie 
resources the satisfactions of these various needs. 

Above ali, I think that Hull-House was a Con- 
stant protest against persecution; against the ex- 
ploitation of the poor by the government. When 
Disraeli said the rich and the poor are not governed 
by the same laws, he was uttering a profound truth 
in 1845 and a profound truth for 1945. 

The most significant things that Hull-House did 
were the establishment of the Juvenile Protective 
Association, of the Immigrants Protective League, 
and the interference by residents of Hull-House in 
innumerable cases of injustice and persecution on 
the part of the government, especially on the part 
of the police. Perhaps the out-standing event and 
service which Hull-House rendered was when Miss 
Starr went on the picket line for Sidney Hillman 
in the strike of the Amalgamateci Clothing Workers, 
and was arrested. While innumerable pickets had 
been arrested and thrown into cells and sentenced, 
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the fact that Miss Starr, a gentlewoman, should 
have been submitted to that indignity aroused the 
great clothing finn of Hart, Schaffner and Marx, 
to a sense of horror of the system of which they 
were a part, and it led to the most beneficiai settle- 
ment, historically speaking, in the whole history of 
labor unionism in the United States. I have heard 
Joe Schaffner speak of Sidney Hillman as bis 
partner. That, after ali, was the way out for those 
exploited workers; a partnership with their em- 
ployers. I say that Hull-House, in sending one of 
its head residente into that struggle — her bravery 
and her reputation, her owri action in connection 
with the situation as it appeared to reasonable 
people, — made a great contribution to the cause 
of the poor. 

On the other band, the great service that Hull- 
House rendered was in giving the great story of 
unused good will in the community of Chicago an 
outlet, an opportunity to function. Of course, we 
know that good will, like everything else, f ails and 
perishes if it is denied an opportunity to express 
itself. That was a service which Hull-House 
rendered to the rich or to the well-to-do, to those 
of the class that rises above the surf ace of the great 
social sea in which the larger part of the popula- 
tion is submerged. If you read over the list of the 
members of Hull-House, you will realize how many 
persons with influence and later of power, were 
really trained and educated at Hull-House and 
given an opportunity, at any rate, to acquaint them- 
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selves with the social situation as it actually is. 
That was a acconci service of Hull-House and a very 
great one. 

The forces of good will throughout the country, 
indeed we may say throughout the civilized world, 
were released in consequence of the very simple 
experiment. As Miss Addams said: "To heal the 
breach between the rich and the poor, go and live 
with the poor." 

You ali remember that Miss Addams wrote in 
"Twenty Years at Hull-House," how as a child she 
recognized the f act that she lived in a big house 
which was caref ully removed f rom the small houses 
of that community, and how she made up ber mind 
that when she grew up she would stili live in a big 
house but it would be placed among the small 
houses. 

You see how Miss Addams 9 pian differed from 
that of Tolstoy. Tolstoy proposed, in order to heal 
the breach between the proprietors and the peasants, 
that he would become a peasant and live like the 
peasants in his own home, in his own f amily. Miss 
Addams' pian was to live like herself with ali the 
capacity and culture that she had by inheritance, 
training and education, but live among the poor. 
One has only to contrast for a moment the two 
careers. Jane Addams had great admiration for 
Tolstoy, and there is no doubt that Tolstoy's 
eloquence on this very theme had a great influence 
on the thought of the Nineteenth Century, but as a 
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matter of practical achievement, there is, of course, 
no comparison. 

You have your five thousand settlements founded 
throughout the civilized world in imitation of Hull- 
House and you bave, on the other band, Tolstoy as 
an individuai force. 

It would be very agreeable to indulge in remi- 
niscences in our own experience in Hull-House I 
remember very well how we became residente, 
almost accidentally. I was planning to leave Chi- 
cago for half the year and work on "The new 
Republic" in New York. At the same time my 
daughter was attending the Rush Medicai School 
and it was desirable to find residence on the West 
Side for Mrs. Lovett and Beatrice. I consulted 
Miss Addams, and with charming deference and 
modesty, she hesitatingly remarked, "Why, we 
have apartments here at Hull-House." I said that 
I didn't for a moment think that even such worthy 
women as my wife and daughter could make any 
contrìbution to Hull-House to justify residence 
within its walls. Miss Addams said, "Why certain- 
ly," and promptly found us quarters in Hull- 
House, which we enjoyed for sixteen of the happiest 
and most profitable years of my life. Of course, 
I was only a half -time resident and I kept my con- 
nection with the University when I was living in 
Chicago. The journey was an hour and a quarter 
each way, but it seemed to be nothing in com- 
parison with the satisfaction of returning each 
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afternoon to participate in the very charming and 
wholesome life of Hull-House and the "neighbors." 
Nothing more satisf ying in the way of environment 
have I ever founcL 

It would be tempting to recali the residents who 
were living here at that time. They were such 
splendid and noble persons. They were very dif- 
ferente of course, in their personalities, but under 
Miss Addams 9 leadership they carried on a co- 
operative enterprise with the contributions of each 
according to his ability in his or her special 
function. 

Hull-House was, I should say, an ideal com- 
munity in those years between 1920 and 1935, 
when Miss Addams died. However, during those 
years, there was another great preoccupation con- 
nected with it; the first was the separation of 
classes; the second, the separation of nations. That 
cause absorbed much of Miss Addams' attention, 
energy and ability during the last twenty years of 
her life. It was brought before us with tragic sud- 
denness by the first World War, in 1914, a war 
which might have been ended by a somewhat more 
vigorous diplomacy than was shown by any of the 
nations before or even after we joined that conflict. 
One of the lessons of that war is certainly how 
ìeasilyit might have been avoided, at least at that 
time. 

It was very shortly after the outbreak of that 
war that the first movement for peace took place 
under Jane Addams' leadership and involving the 
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women of this war-torn world. The meeting at the 
Hague was the result 

Ruskin says in his lecture on War in "The Crown 
of Wild Olive," that women can prevent war. He 
asserted that war was the responsibility of women 
and when women decided that there should be no 
war, that war would cease. His suggestion is that 
no women should give their countenance to any 
war; that if war broke out, despite their protest, 
they should wear black, with no jewelry, no person- 
al adornment; they should go into mourning for 
the world. This, like many of Ruskin's ideas, is too 
idealistic for practice. It depends upon the un- 
animity. You would hardly make the protest of 
womanhood effective unless ali women joined in it. 
Certainly you could not make it effective if the 
most influenzai, powerf ul women in a country be- 
came the loudest shriekers for war. That, of course, 
was what happened. The infiuence of women in 
America, rather than being against war, was in 
favor of it, and Jane Addams, herself, testified in 
her own persecution and spiritual suff ering to that 
terrible f act. 

The meeting of women in Congress at the Hague 
in 1915 put forward the pian which was recognized 
at once as being statesmanlike; as being sensible 
and reasonable in the devise of continuous arbitra- 
tion on the part of the neutrals. It was urged that 
the neutrals should be ready at any time to receive 
proposals from warring nations and to undertake 
work which particularly belonged to them of 
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settling the war beforc it had become, you may 
say, endemìe in our society. However, there again, 
of course, the success of this pian, welcomed as it 
was by President Wilson and others, depended 
upon the neutrals remaining neutral. It depended 
particularly upon the United States maintaining 
the position set forth by Wilson — neutral in 
thought, word and deed. I remember very well how 
my dose friend and classmate, Thomas Lamont, 
boasted that we didn't know how to be neutral. If 
the great business interests, the most powerful 
economie interests in the country, did not know how 
to be neutral, obviously, the idea of arbitration on 
the part of neutrals could not be eff ective. 

The United States ceased to be neutral very 
early, as you know, and under the influence of the 
demands of business. Finally it was put by the 
Ambassador to Great Britain, Walter Page, as an 
alternative — war or panie, and the country chose 
*war. 

Miss Addams was oposed to our entrance into 
the first World War and thereby excited hostility 
at a national meeting of the Daughters of the Amer- 
ican Revolution, an organization which she had 
helped to found and organize, of which she was 
made an honorary member for life, and by which 
she was expelled. As Miss Addams said, with that 
touch of humor which sustained her and sustained 
so many others through those years, "I thought I 
was elected a member for life, but I find it was 
only during good behavior." 
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When the United States entered the war in Aprii, 
1917, there was stili an opportunity for peace. 
There was a great meeting held in New York under 
the presidency of Rabbi Magnes, who pointed out 
that the United States should immediately issue its 
terms of peace — its fourteen points. At that 
moment peace was possible as Miss Addams 
agreed. We had a similar meeting in Chicago at 
which Miss Addams was unable to be present but 
her place was taken by her friend, Mary MacDowell 
of the University of Chicago Settlement. At that 
rime you will remember that Russia was out of the 
war; that the Allies had received staggering defeats 
in the course of the winter; that the German 
Reichstag, in the preceding December, had passed 
resolutions in favor of accepting arbitration on the 
part of the neutrals. Moreover, Lord Lansdowne, 
who was the leading authority on foreign affairs 
among the conservatives in Great Britain, had 
issued a letter in favor of arbitration and peace 
which had received a great response in England, 
and we learned in that spring, from England, how 
many people were schocked and disgusted that 
peace was postponed by the entrance of the United 
States into the war on the side of the Allies. 

I say that peace might have been made in the 
spring of 1917, especially in view of the fact that 
Austria had sent proposals to the Allies in Paris 
through Prince Sixtus de Bourbon, cousin of the 
new Emperor Karl, setting f orth the terms on which 
Austria would have joined with the Allies in 
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forcing a peace upon Germany. In fact, these 
proposals were concealed from the AUies by 
Premier Clemenceau and the Minister of Foreign 
Affairs, Ribot, which led Mr. Francis G>day to 
remark in his hook, "Blod is the milk of old men." 
Those two old men rejected the possibility of peace 
in the spring of 1917, and the war rode on to its 
bitter conclusion — a conclusion which was so in- 
conclusive, — in its way so unf air, so unjust that 
it unmistakeably pointed to the second World War. 

Miss Addams excited the hostility, not only of 
the Daughters of the American Revolution, but the 
Womens' Club of Chicago, which she addressed, 
insisting that the war should not result in a com- 
plete stifling of free speech; that the voice of reason 
should stili be heard in the councils of the nation. 
AH through those years she suffered violent re- 
proaches. I remember the Daughters of the Amer- 
ican Revolution passed a resolution declaring that 
Jane Addams was in a movement to destroy civili- 
zation and Christianity and to subvert the govern- 
ment of the United States. 

Of course, we smile today at these accusations 
hurled about so carelessly and venomously, but 
they played a very great part in public opinion in 
those years, and they accounted for the utterly 
disgraceful conduct, not only of the Government 
of the United States but of citizens of the United 
States in accusing their fellow citizens on trivial 
grounds, sending them to the great concentration 
camp of Fort Oglethorp, Georgia. I say that is a 
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subject for shame and reproach on the part of us 
today who look back and see what happened then. 
We can only be thankful that some of the worst 
outrages of the first World War were avoided in 
the second. 

During that experience Jane Addams was a 
guide and counselor. She stood firm for the right 
of free speech and criticism. Her name appeared 
again and again on lists or "spider web charts," 
which were issued to placard the names of those 
who were charged with treason. President Wilson, 
Newton D. Baker and others repudiated those 
charges, yet those lists have gone on multiplying 
down to the rime of the Red Net-work, and it is to 
the glory of Jane Addams that her name appears 
in them, as a sign of trae liberalism and Amer- 
icanism. 

Immediately after hostilities ceased, Jane Ad- 
dams and Alice Hamilton, both from Hull-House, 
went to Germany in the interest of acquainting 
themselves with the actual conditions there, You 
remember that in order to force the German 
government to sign the Treaty of Versailles, the 
Allies proposed to maintain a blockade of 
Germany, which meant the starvation of women 
and children. It was for Jane Addams of Hull- 
House and the Women's International League to 
make the first breach in that attempt. In 1919, 
there carne the meeting at Zurich, at which the 
International League was founded, by representa- 
tives from many different countries — countries 
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which had engaged in the war as well as neutrals. 
Thcy seemed to be inclined to accept Ruskin's 
recipe for preventing war. It was planned a little 
later to obtain an immense petition as a demonstra- 
tion of fifty million women throughout the world 
against the next World War, which was so clearly 
envisaged in the terms on which the First World 
War was ended. 

You probably ali remember the meeting of the 
Women's International League in Washington in 
1924. I was reminded just today in talking to Ida 
Lovett, who was there with Miss Addams. She 
spoke of the fact that at the very first meeting, a 
representative of the Daughters of the American 
Revolution, an imposing figure, stalked up the 
aisle, confronted the Chairman and demanded the 
right to speak. Miss Addams courteously replied 
that the program had been arranged and it could 
not be interrupted at this moment, but that if she 
would stay she would be given the floor when the 
regular program wa& over. The representative of 
patriotism stood for a certain time in front of the 
desk of the Chairman, doubtless threatening by 
looks if not by physical force, and finally turned 
abqpt and stalked out again. 

However, when the journey of the International 
League to Chicago took place, I know that we were 
ali disturbed by reports of what the Daughters of 
the American revolution were going to do to our 
guests, particularly in Indianapolis and in other 
cities, where it was proposed that the foreign dele- 
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gates would enjoy the hospitality of the locai 
chapters of the International League. Fortunately, 
I believe, ali incidents were avoided but you can 
imagine the embarrassment of the organization in 
the face of the insulto that were hurled upon the 
distinguished guests, especially after the courtesy, 
consideratici and even distinction with which the 
League had been welcomed in foreign countries. 

Miss Addams made a statement which, for 
courtesy and gentle repudiation of the situation, 
was quite in line, I would say, with ber general 
attitude. She told the delegates that they must not 
think that American women by virtue of their 
breeding and training, were essentially less tolerant 
than women in other countries. I am not sure 
whether that statement would pass the recording 
angel as the absolute truth, but at ali events she 
went on to report how newspaper campaigns can 
easily be initiated in this country and how quickly 
they are forgotten. She remarked that the Amer- 
ican delegation was not in the least worried by 
these developments — and there again, I am afraid 
that she a little overstated the feeling on the part 
of the American delegation. I know they were 
profoundly shocked and even alarmed by the 
threatening attitude of what I suppose we should 
cali the premier aristocratic club of the American 
women. In ali events the situation finally resolved 
itself at Hull-House where the foreign delegates 
were entertained. That it passed off after ali with 
distinction and as a valuable experience for the 
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United States, at least, if not f or the f oreign guest*, 
was largely due to the sitili and the eloquence of 
the Qiairman — that subdued eloquence of which 
Miss Adams was so beautiful a master. In view 
of her management of the whole affair it turned 
out to he a triumph. 

That was in 1924, and in following years there 
was an effort to make peace a permanent feature 
of our western civilization by the Kellogg Pact in 
1929. Of course the Kellogg Pact was received 
with some scepticism at the time and later on with 
scoffing and derision, and yet you perhaps noticed 
that the basis of accusation for the Nari war 
criminals, laid by the American representative 
among the prosecutore, Judge Jackson, was that 
they had broken the Kellogg Pact They had made 
aggressive war after the promising on behalf of 
Germany to abandon that means of settling inter- 
national disputes. 

During ali those years there were indications 
that peace might somehow be made permanent, but 
ali such hopes were dashed by the resurgence of 
Germany and the Nazi domination, which was f ully 
to have been expected in the light of the broken 
promises of the Treaty of Versailles. 

I think we can ali be glad that Jane Addams 
was spared the ruin of her hopes — the hopes of ali 
of us— the horrors of the second World War, and 
the threats that are so constantly being uttered 
today of a third World War. What has happened? 
One might almost think International war has be- 
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come endemie in our civilization. That, of course, 
is stili a sitùation that confronta us; that confronta 
the Women's International League and which must 
be dealt with by the United States which stili claims 
to be the great neutrale stili claims to bave no 
selfish national desires, stili claims to be single 
minded in the cause of peace. 

The United States must be held to these state- 
ments. 

In Mr. Linn's biography of Jane Addams there 
are contained many of the cruel, harsh accusations 
leveled against her. I know that some who bave 
read that biography, some who reviewed it at the 
time, thought that it was a mistake that those out- 
rageous attacks upon Miss Addams should have 
been included. I do not think so. I do not agree 
with those crìtics. I believe that it is a salutary 
thing f or us of the present day to be reminded of 
how bitter, how unreasoning, honorable women 
should become under the influence of war. 

At least this is to be said that, after reading 
those accusations against Miss Addams, we come 
at the dose of the book to her wonderf ul triumph 
in the last years of her life, when she was finally 
accepted as the leading woman in America. 

Her great contribution toward the obligations of 
womanhood ali over the world was recognized 
especially at that great birthday dinner given her 
in Washington, which pleased her so much that she 
carne back to Hull-House glowing with a pride that 
she seldom showed — never, as far as I know, in 
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her achievements. "Did you read what thcy said 
of me?" was her comment when she carne back to 
Chicago. That makes a beautiful termination to the 
account that her nephew ha* given of her life; how 
f rom attack and misunderstanding and vile abuse, 
she rose finally in the hearts of her countrymen to 
a position that no woman has ever hèld in the 
United States. 

If you remember Eia Helderdeben, the Hero f s 
life by Richard Strauss, there is a passage in which 
the detractors are represented in very highly 
symbolic suggestive music — their snarls, their 
violence, and then the hero's life comes to an end 
in triumph. I thought of those last chapters in Mr. 
Linn's biography of Miss Addams as suggesting 
Strauss' theme, — the storni of worldly detxaction 
and attack followed by the clear sunshine of 
eterni ty. 

With ali the thingg that were said of Miss Ad- 
dams in Washington in the way of appreciation and 
of love, I think the finest tribute was rendered 
unconsciously by the verses of "Rugby Chapel" by 
Matthew Arnold. I am told by some that this was 
her favorite poem, it might well have appealed to 
her, as it must appeal to ali of us who remember 
her and the glory which she shed upon our common 
humanity. I wiU read only a few stanzas: 

"0 strong soul y by what shore 
Tarriest thou noto? For that force, 
Surely, has not been left vain! 
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Somewhere, surely, afar, 
In the sounding labor-house vast 
Of being, is practised that strength, 
Zealous, beneficerà, firmi 

Yes, in some far-shining sphere, 
Conscious or noi of the post. 
Stili thou performer the word 
Of the Spirit in whom thou dost live 
Prompt, unwearied, as here! 
Stili thou upraisest with zeal 
The humble good from the ground, 
Sternly repressesi the badi 
Stili, like a trumpet, dost rouse 
Those who with half-open eyes 
Tread the border-land dim 
'Twixt vice and virtue; reviv 9 st, 
Succorest! This was thy work, 
This was thy life upon earth. 



And through thee I believe 

In the noble and great who are gone; 

Pure souls honored and blesi 

By former ages, who else — 

Such, so soulless, so poor, 

Is the race of men whom I see — 

Seemed bui a dream of the heart, 

Seemed bui a cry of desire. 

Yes! I believe that there lived 

Others like thee in the post, 
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Not like men of the crowd 
Who ali round me today 
Bluster or cringe, and moke life 
Hideous, and arid, and vile; 
But souls tempered with fire, 
Ferverti, heroic, and good, 
Helpers and friends of mankind. 

Servants of Godi — or sons 
Shall I not cali you? because 
Not as servants ye knew 
Your Father's ùmermost mind, 
His 9 who unwillingly sees 
One of his little ones lost — 
Yours is the praise, if mankind 
Hath not as yet in its march 
Faùtied, and f alien, and diedi 

See! In the rocks of the world 
Marches the host of mankind, 
A feebly, wavering line. 
Where are ihey tending? — A God 
Marshaled them, gave them their goal. 
Ah, but the way is so long! 
Years ihey have been in the wild! 
Sore thirst plagues them, the rocks, 
Rising ali round, overawe; 
Factions divide them, their host 
Threatens to break, to dissolve 
— Ah, keep, keep them combined! 
Else, of the myriads who fili 
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Thal army, not one shall arrive; 
Sole they shall stray; on the rocks 
Batter forever in vaia, 
Die one by one in the waste. 

Then, in such hour of need 

Of your fainting, dispirited race, 

Ye, like angels, appear, 

Radiant with ardor divine! 

Beacons of hope ye appear! 

Lartguor is not in your heart, 

Weakness is not in your word, 

Weariness not on your brow. 

Ye alight in our vanì al your voice, 

Panie, despair, flee away. 

Ye move through the ranks, recali 

The stragglers, refresh the outworn, 

Praise, reinspire the brave! 

Order, courage, return. 

Eyes rekindling, and prayers, 

Follow your steps as ye go, 

Ye fili up the gaps in our fUes, 

Strengthen the wavering line 

Stablish, continue our march, 

On, io the bound of the waste, 

On, to the City of God" 
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INTRODUCTION 

Any permanent record of a great writer's view of the 
greatest writing has two obvious attractions ; it invites 
the reader to judge it in two ways — first, in the light 
of his own standards of taste and secondly in that of 
the writer's own contribution to literature. Newman's 
lecture on literature, like most of his writings in the 
eighteen-fifties, grew out of his duties as Rector of the 
Catholic University of Ireland, and must have seemed 
transient enough to himself. To-day we can look back 
at his achievement as a whole and perceive not only 
how he viewed literature, but how he made it. The 
union of thought and style which he describes here, 
the intense labour which complete clarity demands, the 
subjection of language to creative personality, the 
expansion of the originai donnée into the subtle cadences 
of harmonious speech, were ali known to Newman at 
first hand and are manifest in varying degrees in his 
own work. It is difficult to find a better exhibition of 
these qualities in a confined space than this lecture 
contains. Its ground is more restricted than that of his 
greatest works, but its mood is more expansive and 
Newman's imagination and his fullness of heart find 
free expression within its limits. 

Great vistas need no signposts ; and here an editor 
has done his duty when he merely indicates a few of the 
by-ways which a reader may be tempted to follow. 
Newman's view of Johnson's defects, for example, will 
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4 INTRODUCTION 

remind him of Wordsworth's strictures on the same 
subject, and his account of the relationship between 
emotion and rhythm comes dose to that of Shelley. 
One can read the dose of the third part of this lecture 
and return with renewed energy to struggle with 
Finnegan's Wake, for Joyce more than any other modera 
has subjected language to his purpose. Interesting to 
remember his fondness for Newman's " cloistral silver- 
veined " prose and to recali the words which Stephen 
Dedalus speaks in the Portrait of the Artist : 

" We are rigiri," he said, " and the others are wrong. 
To speak of these things and to try to understand their 
nature and, having understood it, to try slowly and 
humbly and constantly to express, to press out again, 
from the gross earth or what it brings forth, from sound 
and shape and colour which are the prison gates of the 
soul, an image of the beauty we have come to understand 
—that is art." 

These words read like an echo of the passage in Newman 
referred to. Nor is it without significance that they are 
spoken as Stephen moves away from the old building 
on St. Stephen's Green, Dublin, in which Newman 
lectured and Joyce studied. 
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What is Literature ? 

1. 

. . . We know what Science is, what Medicine, what Law, 
and what Theology ; but we have not so much ease in 
determining what is meant by Philosophy and Lettere. 
Each department of that twofold province needs expla- 
nation : it will be sufficiente on an occasion like this, to 
investigate one of them. Accordingly I shall select for 
remark the latter of the two, and attempt to determine 
what we are to understand by Lettere or Literature, in 
what Literature consists, and how it stands relatively to 
Science. We speak, for instance, of ancient and modera 
literature, the literature of the day, sacred literature, 
light literature ; and our lectures in this place are 
devoted to classical literature and English literature. 
Are Lettere, then, synonymous with books ? This cannot 
be, or they would include in their range Philosophy, 
Law, and, in short, the teaching of ali the other Faculties. 
Far from confusing these various studies, we view the 
works of Plato or Cicero sometimes as philosophy, some- 
times as literature ; on the other hand, no one would 
ever be tempted to speak of Euclid as literature, or of 
Matthiae's Greek Grammar. Is, then, literature synony- 
mous with composition ? with books written with an 
attention to style ? is literature fine writing ? again, is it 
studied and artificial writing ? 

There are excellent persons who seem to adopt this 
last account of Literature as their own idea of it. They 
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6 WHAT IS LITERATURE ? 

depredate it, as if it were the result of a mere art or 
trick of words. Professedly indeed, they are aiming at 
the Greek and Roman classics, but their criticisms have 
quite as great force against ali literature as against any. 
I think I shall be best able to bring out what I have to 
say on the subject by examining the statements which 
they make in defence of their own view of it. They 
contend then, 1. that fine writing, as exemplified in the 
Classics, is mainly a matter of conceits, fancies, and pret- 
tinesses, decked out in choice words ; 2. that this is the 
proof of it, that the classics will not bear translating ; — 
and this is why I have said that the real attack is upon 
literature altogether, not the classical only ; for, to speak 
generally, ali literature, modem as well as ancient, lies 
under this disadvantage. This, however, they will not 
allow ; for they maintain, 3. that Holy Scripture pre- 
sents a remarkable contrast to secular writings on this 
very point, viz., in that Scripture does easily admit of 
translation, though it is the most sublime and beautiful 
of ali writings. 



Now I will begin by stating these three positions in 
the words of a writer, who is cited by the estimable 
Catholics in question as a witness, or rather as an 
advocate, in their behalf, though he is far from being 
able in his own person to challenge the respect which is 
inspired by themselves. 

" There are two sorts of eloquence," says this writer, 
" the one indeed scarce deserves the name of it, which 
consists chiefly in laboured and polished periods, an 
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WHAT IS LITERATURE ? 7 

over-curious and artificial arrangement of figures, tin- 
selled over with a gaudy embellishment of words, 
which glitter, but convey little or no light to the under- 
standing. This kind of wrìting is for the most part 
much affected and admired by the people of weak 
judgment and vicious taste ; but it is a piece of affecta- 
tion and formality the sacred writers are utter strangers 
to. It is a vain and boyish eloquence ; and, as it has 
always been esteemed below the great geniuses of ali 
ages, so much more so with respect to those writers who 
were actuated by the spirit of Infinite Wisdom, and 
therefore wrote with that force and majesty with which 
never man writ. The other sort of eloquence is quite 
the reverse to this, and which may be said to be the true 
characteristic of the Holy Scriptùres ; where the ex- 
cellence does not arise from a laboured and far-fetched 
elocution, but from a surprising mixture of simplicity 
and majesty, which is a doublé character, so difficult to 
be united that it is seldom to be met with in compositions 
merely human. We see nothing in Holy Writ of afifec- 
tation and superfluous ornamant . . . Now it is 
observable that the most excellent profane authors, 
whether Greek or Latin, lose most of their graces when- 
ever we find them literally translated. Homer's famed 
representation of Jupiter — his cried-up description of a 
tempest, his relation of Neptune's shaking the earth and 
opening it to its centre, his description of Pallas's horses, 
with numbers of other long-since admired passages, 
flag, and almost vanish away, in the vulgar Latin 
translation. 

" Let any one but take the pains to read the common 
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8 WHAT IS LITERATURE ? 

Latin interpretations of Virgil, Theocritus, or even of 
Pindar, and one may venture to affirm he will be able to 
trace out but few remains of the graces which charmed 
him so rauch in the originai. The naturai conclusion 
from hence is, that in the classical authors, the expres- 
sion, the sweetness of the numbers, occasioned by a 
musical placing of words, constitute a great part of their 
beauties ; whereas, in the sacred writings, they consist 
more in the greatness of the things themselves than in 
the words and expressions. The ideas and conceptions 
are so great and lofty in their own nature that they 
necessarily appear magnificent in the most artless dress. 
Look but into the Bible, and we see them shine through 
the most simple and literal translations. That glorious 
description which Moses gives of the creation of the 
heavens and the earth, which Longinus . . . was so 
greatly taken with, has not lost the least whit of its 
intrinsic worth, and though it has undergone so many 
translations, yet triumphs over ali, and breaks forth 
with as much force and vehemence as in the originai. . . . 
In the history of* Joseph, where Joseph makes himself 
known, and weeps aloud upon the neck of his dear 
brother Benjamin, that ali the house of Pharaoh heard 
him, at that instant none of his brethren are introduced 
as uttering aught, either to express their present joy 
or palliate their former injurìes to him. On ali sides 
there immediately ensues a deep and solemn silence ; a 
silence infinitely more eloquent and expressive than any- 
thing else that could have been substituted in its place. 
Had Thucydides, Herodotus, Livy, or any of the 
celebrated classical historìans, been employed in wrìting 
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WHAT IS UTERATURE ? 9 

this history, when they carne to this point they would 
doubtless have exhausted ali their fund of eloquence 
in furnìshing Joseph's brethren with laboured and studied 
harangues, which, however fine they might have been in 
themselves, would nevertheless have been unnatural, and 
altogether improper on the occasion."* 

This is eloquently written, but it contains, I consider, 
a mixture of truth and falsehood, which it will be my 
business to discriminate from each other. Far be it 
from me to deny the unapproachable grandeur and sim- 
plicity of Holy Scripture ; but I shall maintain that the 
classics are, as human compositions, simple and majestic 
and naturai too. I grant that Scripture is coricerned 
with things, but I will not grant that classical literature 
is simply concerned with words. I grant that human 
literature is often elaborate, but I will maintain that 
elaborate composition is not unknown to the writers of 
Scripture. I grant that human literature cannot easily 
be translated out of the particular language to which it 
belongs ; but it is not at ali the rule that Scripture can 
easily be translated either ; — and now I address myself 
to my task : 

3. 

Here, then, in the first place, I observe, that 
Literature, from the derivation of the word, implies 
writing, not speaking ; this, however, arises from the 
circumstance of the copiousness, variety, and public 
circulation of the matters of which it consists. What is 
spoken cannot outrun the range of the speaker's voice, 
and perishes in the uttering. When words are in demand 

•Sterne, Sermon zliL 
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10 WHAT IS LITERATURE ? 

to express a long course of thought, when they have 
to be conveyed to the ends of the earth, or perpetuateci 
for the benefit of posterity, they must be written down, 
that is, reduced to the shape of literature ; stili, properly 
speaking, the terms, by which we donate this characteristic 
gift of man, belong to its exhibition by means of the 
voice, not of handwriting, It addresses itself, in its 
primary idea, to the ear, not to the eye. We cali it the 
power of speech, we cali it language, that is, the use of 
the tongue ; and, even when we write, we stili keep in 
mind what was its originai instrument, for we use freely 
such terms in our books as " saying," " speaking," 
" telling," "talking," " calling;" we use the terms 
" phraseology " and " diction ; " as if we were stili 
addressing ourselves to the ear. 

Now I insist on this, because it shows that speech, and 
therefore literature, which is its permanent record, is 
essentially a personal work. It is not some production 
or result, attained by the partnership of several persons, 
or by machinery, or by any naturai process, but in its 
very idea it proceeds, and must proceed, from some one 
given individuai. Two persons cannot be the authors of 
the sounds which strike our ear ; and, as they cannot be 
speaking one and the same speech, neither can they be 
writing one and the same lecture or discourse, — which 
must certainly belong to some one person or other, and 
is the expression of that one person's ideas and feelings, 
— ideas and feelings personal to himself, though others 
may have parallel and similar ones, — proper to himself, 
in the same sense as his voice, his air, his countenance, 
his carriage, and his action, are personal. In other 
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WHAT IS LITERATURE ? 1 1 

words, Literature expresses, not objective truth, as it is 
called, but subjective ; not things, but thoughts. 

Now this doctrine will become clearer by considering 
another use of words, which does relate to objective 
truth, or to things ; which relates to matters, not 
personal, not subjective to the individuai, but which, 
even were there no individuai man in the whole wòrld 
to know them or to talk about them, would exist stili 
Such objects become the matter of Science, and words 
indeed are used to express them, but such words are 
rather symbols than language, and however many we 
use, and however we may perpetuate them by writing, 
we never could make any kind of literature out of them, 
or cali them by that name. Such, for instance, would 
be Euclid's Elements ; they relate to truths universal 
and eternai ; they are not mere thoughts, but things : 
they exist in themselves, not by virtue of our under- 
standing them, not in dependence upon our will, but in 
what is called the nature of things, or at least on con- 
ditions external to us. The words, then, in which they 
are set forth are not language, speech, literature, but 
rather, as I have said, symbols. And, as a proof of it, 
you will recollect that it is possible, nay usuai, to set 
forth the propositions of Euclid in algebraical notation, 
which, as ali would admit, has nothing to do with 
literature. What is true of mathematics is true also of 
every study, so far forth as it is scientific ; it makes use 
of words as the mere vehicle of things, and is thereby 
withdrawn from the province of literature. Thus 
metaphysics, ethics, law, politicai economy, chemistry, 
theology, cease to be literature in the same degree as 
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12 WHAT IS LITERATURE ? 

they are capable of a severe scientific treatment* And 
hence it is that Aristotle's works on the one hand, 
though at first sight literature, approach in character, at 
least a great number of them, to mere science ; for even 
though the things which he treats of and exhibits may 
not always be real and trae, yet he treats them as if they 
were, not as if they were the thoughts of his own mind ; 
that is, he treats them scientifically. On the other hand, 
Law or Naturai History has before now been treated by 
an author with so much of colouring derived from his 
own mind as to become a sort of literature ; this is 
especially seen in the instance of Theology, when it 
takes the shape of Pulpit Eloquence. It is seen, too, in 
historical composition, which becomes a mere specimen 
of chronology, or a chronicle, when divested of the 
philosophy, the skill, or the party and personal feelings 
of the particular writer. Science, then, has to do with 
things, literature with thoughts ; science is universal, 
literature is personal ; science uses words merely as 
symbols, but literature uses language in its full compass, 
as including phraseology, idiom, style, composition, 
rhythm, eloquence, and whatever other properties 
are included in it. 

Let us then put aside the scientific use of words, when 
we are to speak of language and literature. Literature is 
the personal use or exercise of language. That this is so 
is further proved from the fact that one author uses it so 
differently from another. Language itself in ita very 
origination would seem to be traceable to individuals. 
Their peculiarities have given it its character. We are 
often able in fact to trace particular phrases or idioms to 
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WHAT IS LITERATURE ? 13 

individuate ; we know the history of their rise. Slang 
stirely, as it is called, comes of , and breathes of the per- 
sonal. The connection between the force of words in 
particular languages and the habits and sentiments of 
the nations speaking them has often been pointed out. 
And, while the many use language as they find it, the 
man of genius uses it indeed, but subjects it withal to his 
own purposes, and moulds it according to his own pecu- 
liarìties. The throng and succession of ideas, thoughts, 
feelings, imaginations, aspirations, which pass within him, 
the abstractions, the juxtapositions, the comparisons, the 
discriminations, the conceptions, which are so originai in 
him, his views of external things, his judgments upon 
life, manners, and history, the exercises of his wit, of 
his humour, of his depth, of his sagacity, ali these in- 
numerable and incessant creations, the very pulsation 
and throbbing of his intellect, does he image forth, to ali 
does he give utterance, in a corresponding language, 
which is as multiformi as this inward mental action itself 
and analogous to it, the faithful expression of his in- 
tense personality, attending on his own inward world of 
thought as its very shadow : so that we might as well 
say that one man's shadow is another's as that the style 
of a really gifted mind can belong to any but himself. 
It follows him about as a shadow. His thought and 
feeling are personal, and so his language is personal. 



Thought and speech are inseparable from each other. 
Matter and expression are parts of one : style is a thinking 
out into language. This is what I have been laying 
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14 WHAT IS LITERATURE ? 

down, and this is literature ; not ikings, not the verbal 
symbols of things ; not on the other hand mere words ; 
but thoughts «xpressed in language. Cali to mind, 
the meaning of the Greek word which expresses this 
special prerogative of man over the feeble intelligence 
of the inferior animala. It is called Logos : what 
does Logos mean ? it stands both f or reason and for 
speech, and it is difficult to say which it means more prò- 
perly. It means both at once : why ? because really they 
cannot be divided, — because they are in a trae sense one. 
When we can separate light and illumination, life and 
motion, the convex and the concave of a curve, then will 
it be possible for thought to tread speech under foot, and 
to hope to do without it — then will it be conceivable 
that the vigorous and fertile intellect should renounce 
its own doublé, its instrument of expression, and the 
channel of its speculations and emotions. 

Critics should consider this view of the subject before 
they lay down such canons of taste as the writer whose 
pages I have quoted. Such men as he is consider fine 
wrìting to be an addition front without to the matter 
treated of , — a sort of ornament superinduced, or a luxury 
indulged in, by those who have time and inclination for 
such vanities. They speak as if one man could do the 
thought, and another the style. We read in Persian 
travels of the way in which young gentlemen go to work 
in the East, when they would engagé in correspondence 
with those who inspire them with hope or fear. They 
cannot write one sentence themselves ; so they betake 
themselves to the professional letter-writer. They con- 
fide to him the object they have in view. They have a 



Digitized 



by Google 



WHAT IS LITERATURE ? 15 

point to gain from a superior, a favour to ask, an evil to 
deprecate ; they have to approach a man in power, or to 
make court to some beautiful lady. The professional 
man manufactrres words for them, as they are wanted, 
as a stationer sells them paper, or a school-master might 
cut their pens. Thought and word are, in their concep- 
tion, two things, and thus there is a division of labour. 
The man of thought comes to the man of words; and 
the man of words, duly instructed in the thought, dips 
the pen of desire into the ink of devotedness, and pro- 
ceeds to spread it over the page of desolation. Then the 
nightingale of affection is heard to warble to the rose of 
loveliness, while the breeze of anxiety plays around the 
brow of expectation. This is what the Easterns are said 
to consider fine writing ; and it seems pretty much the 
idea of the school of critics to whom I have been 
referring. 

We have an instance in literary history of this very 
proceeding nearer home, in a great University, in the 
latter years of the last century. I have referred to it 
before now in a public lecture elsewhere* ; but it is too 
much in point here to be omitted. A learned Arabie 
scholar had to deliver a set of lectures before its doctors 
and professore on an historìcal subject in which his 
reading had lain. A linguist is conversant with science 
rather than with literature ; but this gentleman f elt that 
his lectures must not be without a style. Being of the 
opinion of the Orientate, with whose writings he was 
familiar, he determined to buy a style. He took the 
step of engaging a person, at a prìce, to turn the matter 

•"Fodtìon of Catbolks in England, pp. 101, *. 
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which he had got together into ornamentai English. 
Observe, he dìd not wish for mere grammatical English, 
but for an elaborate, pretentious style. An artist was 
found in the person of a country corate, and the job was 
carried out. His lectures remain to this day, in their 
own place in the protracted series of annual Discourses 
to which they belong, distinguished amid a number of 
heavyish compositions by the rhetorìcal and ambitious 
diction for which he went into the market. This learned 
divine, indeed, and the author I have quoted, differ from 
each other in the estimate they respectively form of 
literary composition ; but they agree together in this, — in 
considering such composition a trick and a trade ; they 
put it on a par with the gold piate and the flowers and 
the music of a banquet, which do not make the viands 
better, but the entertainment more pleasurable ; as if 
language were the hired servant, the mere mistress of the 
reason, and not the lawful wife in her own house. 

But can they really think that Homer, or Pindar, 
or Shakespeare, or Dryden, or Walter Scott, were 
accustomed to aim at diction for its own sake, instead of 
being inspired with their subject, and pouring forth 
beautiful words because they had beautiful thoughts ? 
this is surely too great a paradox to be borne. Rather, 
it is the fire within the author's breàst which overflows 
in the torrent of his burning, irresistible eloquence ; it is 
the poetry of his inner soul, which relieves itself in the 
Ode or the Elegy ; and his mental attitude and hearing, 
the beauty of his moral countenanace, the force and 
keenness of his logie, are imaged in the tenderness, or 
energy, or rìchness of his language. Nay, according to 
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the well-known line, " facit indignatio versus ; " not the 
words alone, but even the rhythm, the metre, the verse, 
will be the contemporaneous offspring of the emotion or 
imagination which possesses him. " Poeta nascitur, non 
fit," says the proverb ; and this is in numerous instances 
true of his poems, as well as of himself. They are bora, 
not framed ; they are a strain rather than a composition ; 
and their perfection is the monument, not so much of his 
skill as of his power. And this is true of prose as well as 
of verse in its degree : who will not recognize in the vision 
of Mirza a delicacy and beauty of style which is very 
difficult to describe, but which is felt to be in exact 
correspondence to the ideas of which it is the expression ? 

5. 

And, since the thoughts and reasonings of an author 
have, as I have said, a personal character, no wonder that 
his style is not only the image of his subject, but of his 
mind. That pomp of language, that full and tuneful 
diction, that felicitousness in the choice and exquisiteness 
in the collocation of words, which to prosaic writers seems 
artificial, is nothing else but the mere habit and way of a 
lofty intellect. Aristotle, in his sketch of the magnani- 
mous man, tells us that his voice is deep, his motions slow, 
and his stature commanding. In like manner, the elocu- 
tion of a great intellect is great. His language expresses, 
not only his great thoughts, but his great self. Certainly 
he might use f ewer words than he uses ; but he f ertilizes 
his simplest ideas, and germinates into a multitude of 
details, and prolongs the march of his sentences, and 
sweeps round to the full diapason of his harmony, as if 
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KMd yodoov, rejoidng in hìs own vigour and rìchness of 
resource. I say, a narrow critic will cali it verbiage, when 
really it is asort of fullness of heart, parallel to that which 
makes the merry boy whistle as he walks, or the strong 
man, like the smith in the novel, flourish his club when 
there is no one to fight with. 

Shakespeare fornishes us with frequent instances of 
this peculiarity, and ali so beautiful, that it is difficult to 
select for quotation. For instance, in Macbeth : 

" Canst thou not minister to a mind diseased, 
Pluck from the memory a rooted sorrow, 
Raze out the wrìtten troubles of the brain, 
And, with sonte sweet oblivious antidote, 
Geanse the Ioni bosom of that perilous stufi, 
Which weighs upon the heart ? " 

Here a simple idea, by a process which belongs to 
the orator rather than to the poet, but stili comes from 
the native vigour of genius, is expanded into a many- 
membered period. 

The following from Hamlet is of the same kind : 

" Tis not alone my inky cloak, good mother, 
Nor costomary suits of solemn black, 
Nor windy suspiration of forced breath, 
No, nor the fruitful river in the eye, 
Nor the dejected haviour of the visage, 
Together with ali forms, modes, shows of grief , 
That can denote me truly." 

Now, if such declamation, for declamation it is, how- 
ever noble, be allowable in a poet, whose genius is so far 
removed from pompousness or pretence, much more is 
it allowable in an orator, whose very province it is to 
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put forth words to the best advantage he can. Cicero 
has nothing more redundant in any part of bis writings 
than these passages from Shakespeare. No lover then, 
at least of Shakespeare, may fairly accuse Cicero of 
gorgeousness of phraseology or diffuseness of style. 
Nor will any sound crìtic be tempted to do so. As a 
certain unaffected neatness and propriety and grace of 
diction may be required of any author who lays claim to 
be a classic, for the same reason that a certain attention 
to dress is expected of every gentleman, so to Cicero 
may be allowed the privilege of the " os magna sona- 
turum/' of which the ancient crìtic speaks. His copious, 
majestic, musical flow of language, even if sometimes 
beyond what the subject-taatter demands, is never out 
of keeping with the occasion or with the speaker. It is 
the expression of lofty sentiments in lofty sentences, the 
" mens magna in corpore magno." It is the develop- 
ment of the inner man. Cicero vividly realized the 
status of a Roman senator and statesman, and the 
" prìde of place " of Rome, in ali the grace and grandeur 
which attached to her; and he imbibed, and became 
what he admired. As the exploits of Scipio or Pompey 
are the expression of this greatness in deed, so the 
language of Cicero is the expression of it in word. And, 
as the acts of the Roman ruler or soldier represent to us, 
in a manner special to themselves, the characterìstic 
rnagnanimity of the lords of the earth, so do the 
speeches or treatises of her accomplished orator brìng it 
home to our imaginations as no other writing couid do. 
Neither Livy, nor Tacitus, nor Terence, nor .Seneca, nor 
Pliny, nor Quintilian, is an adequate spokesman for 
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the Imperiai City. They write Latin ; Cicero writes 

4 Roman. 

6. 

Yon will say that Cicero's language is undeniably 
studied, but that Shakespeare's is as undeniably naturai 
and spontaneous ; and that this is what is meant, when 
the Classics are accused of being mere artists of words. 
Here we are introduced to a further large question, 
which gives me the opportunity of anticipating a misap- 
prehension of my meaning. I observe, then, that not 
only is that lavish richness of style, which I have noticed 
in Shakespeare, justifiable on the principles which I have 
been laying down, but, what is less easy to receive, even 
elaborateness in composition is no mark of trick or 
artifice in an author. Undoubtedly the works of the 
Classics, particularly the Latin, are elaborate ; they have 
cost a great deal of time, care, and trouble. They have 
had many rough copies ; I grant it. I grant also that 
there are writers of name, ancient and modem, who really 
are guilty of the absurdity of making sentences, as the 
very end of their literary labour. Such was Isocrates ; 
such were some of the sophists ; they were set on words, 
to the neglect of thoughts or things ; I cannot defend them. 
If I must give an English instance of this fault, much as 
I love and revere the personal character and intellectual 
vigour of Dr. Johnson, I cannot deny that his style often 
outruns the sense and the occasion, and is wanting in 
that simplicity which is the attribute of genius. Stili, 
granting ali this, I cannot grant, notwithstanding, that 
genius never need take pains, — that genius may not 
improve by practice, — that it never incurs failures, and 
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succeeds the second time, — that it never finishes off at 

leisure what it has thrown off in the outline at a stroke. 

Take the instante of the painter or the sculptor ; he 

has a conception in his mind which he wishes to repre- 

sent in the medium of his art ; — the Madonna and Child, 

or Innocence, or Fortitude, or some historical character 

or event. Do you mean to say he does not study his 

subject ? does he not make sketches ? does he not even 

cali them " studies " ? does he not cali his workroom 

a studio ? is he not ever designing, rejecting, adopting, 

correcting, perfecting ? Are not the first attempts of 

Michael Angelo and Raffaelle extant, in the case of 

some of their most celebrated compositions ? Will any 

one say that the Apollo Belvidere is not a conception 

patiently elaborated into its proper perfection ? These 

departments of taste are, according to the received 

notions of the world, the very province of genius, and yet 

we cali them arts ; they are the " Fine Arts." Why 

may not that be true of literary composition which is trae 

of painting, sculpture, architecture, and music ? Why 

may not language be wrought as well as the clay of the 

modeller ? Why may not words be worked up as well as 

colours ? Why should not skill in diction be simply sub- 

servient and instrumentai to the great prototypal ideas 

which are the contemplation of a Plato or a Virgil ? 

Our greatest poet tells us: 

" The poet's eye, in a fine frenzy rolling, 
Doth glance from heaven to earth, from earth to heaven, 
And, as imagination bodies forth 
The forms of things unknown, the poet's pen 
Turns them to shapes, and gives to airy nothing 
A locai habitation and a name." 
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Now is it wonderful that that pen of his should some- 
times be at fault for awhile, — that it should pause, 
write, erase, re-write, amend, complete, before he satisfies 
himself that his language has done justice to the 
conceptions which his mind's eye contemplated ? 

In this point of view, doubtless, many or most writers 
are elaborate ; and those certainly not the least whose 
style is furthest removed from ornament, being simple 
and naturai, or vehement, or severely business-like and 
practical. Who so energetic and manly as Demos- 
thenes ? Yet he is said to have transcrìbed Thucydides 
many times over in the formation of his style. Who so 
gracefully naturai as Herodotus ? yet his very dialect 
is not his own, but chosen for the sake of the perfection 
of his narrative. Who exhibits such happy negligence 
as our own Addison ? Yet artistic f astidiousness was so 
notorious in his instance that the report has got abroad, 
truly or not, that he was too late in his issue of an 
important state-paper, from his habit of revision and 
re-composition. Such great authors were working by a 
model which was before the eyes of their intellect, and 
they were labouring to say what they had to say, in 
such a way as would most exactly and suitably express 
it. It is not wonderful that other authors, whose style 
is not simple, should be instances of a similar literary 
diligence. Virgil wished his Mneid to be burned, 
elaborate as is its composition, because he felt it needed 
more labour stili, in order to make it perfect. The 
historian Gibbon in the last century is another instance 
in point. You must not suppose I am going to recom- 
J mend his style for imitation, any more than his prìnciples ; 
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but I refer to him as the example of a writer feeling the 
task which lay before him, feeling that he had to bring 
out into words for the comprehension of his readers a 
great and complicated scene, and wishing that those 
words should be adequate to his undertaking. I think 
he wrote the first chapter of his History three times 
over ; it was not that he corrected or improved the first 
copy ; but he put his first essay, and then his second, 
aside — he recast his matter, till he had hit the precise 
exhibition of it which he thought demanded 1>y his 
subject. 

Now in ali these instances, I wish you to observe, 
that what I have admitted about literary workmanship 
differs from the doctrine which I am opposing in this, — 
that the mere dealer in words cares little or nothing for 
the subject which he is erabellishing, but can paint and 
gild anything whatever to order; whereas the artist, 
whom I am acknowledging, has his great or rich visions 
before him, and his only aim is to bring out what he 
thinks or what he feels in a way adequate to the thing 
spoken of, and appropriate to the speaker. 

7. 

The illustration which I have been borrowing from 
the Fine Arts will enable me to go a step further. I 
have been showing the connection of the thought with 
the language in literary composition ; and in doing so 
I have exposed the unphilosophical notion, that the 
language was an extra which could be dispensed with, 
and provided to order according to the demand. But I 
kave not yet brought out, what immediately follows 
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from this, and which was the second point whìch I had 
to show, viz., that to be capable of easy translation is no 
test of the excellence of a composition. If I must say 
what I think, I should lay down, with little hesitation, 
that the truth was almost the reverse of this doctrine. 
Nor are many words required to show it. Such a 
doctrine, as is contained in the passage of the author 
whom I quoted when I began, goes upon the assumption 
that one language is just like another language, — that 
every language has ali the ideas, turns of thought, 
delicacies of expression, figures, associations, abstractions, 
points of view, which every other language has. Now, 
as f ar as regards Science, it is true that ali languages 
are pretty much alike for the purposes of Science ; but 
even in this respect some are more suitable than 
others, which have to coin words, or to borrow them, in 
order to express scientific ideas. But if languages are 
not ali equally adapted even to furnish symbols for 
those universal and eternai truths in which Science con- 
sists, how can they reasonably be expected to be ali 
equally rich, equally forcible, equally musical, equally 
exact, equally happy in expressing the idiosyncratic 
peculiarities of thought of some originai and fertile mind, 
who has availed himself of one of them ? A great 
author takes his native language, masters it, partly 
throws himself into it, partly moulds and adapts it, and 
pours out his multitude of ideas through the variously 
ramified and delicately minute channels of expression 
which he has found or f ramed : does it f ollow that this 
his personal presence (as it may be called) can forth- 
with be transferred to every other language under the 
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sun? Then may we reasonably maintain that Beeth- 
oven's piano music is not really beautiful, because it 
cannot be played on the hurdy-gurdy. Were not this 
astonishing doctrine maintained by persons far superior 
to the writer whom I have selected for animadversion, I 
should find it difficult to be patient under a gratuitous 
extravagance. It seems that a really great author must 
admit of translation, and that we have a test of his excel- 
lence when he reads to advantage in a foreign language 
as well as in his own. Then Shakespeare is a genius be- 
cause he can be translated into German, and not a genius 
because he cannot be translated into French. Then the 
multiplication-table is the most gif ted of ali conceivable 
compositions, because it loses nothing by translation, and 
can hardly be said to belong to any one language what- 
ever. Whereas I should rather have conceived that, in 
proportion as ideas are novel and recondite, they would 
be difficult to put into Words, and that the very fact of 
their having insinuated themselves into one language 
would diminish the chance of that happy accident being 
repeated in another. In the language of savages you 
can hardly express any idea or act of the intellect at 
ali : is the tongue of the Hottentot or Esquimaux to 
be made the measure of the genius of Plato, Pind-ar, 
Tacitus, St. Jerome, Dante, or Cervantes ? 

Let us recur, I say, to the illustration of the Fine 
Arts. I suppose you can express ideas in painting 
which you cannot express in sculpture ; and the more 
an artist is of a painter, the less he is likely to be of 
a sculptor. The more he commits his genius to the 
methods and conditions of his own art, the less he will 
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be able to throw himself into the circumstances of 
another. Is the genius of Fra Angelico» of Francia» or 
of Raffaelle disparaged by the fact that he was able to 
do that in colours which no man that ever lived, which 
no Angel, could achieve in wood ? Each of the Fine 
Arts has its own subject-matter ; from the nature of the 
case you can do in one what you cannot do in another ; 
you can do in painting what you cannot do in carving ; 
you can do in oils what you cannot do in fresco ; you 
can do in marble what you cannot do in ivory ; you can 
do in wax what you cannot do in bronze. Then, I 
repeat, applying this to the case of languages, why 
should not genius be able to do in Greek what it cannot 
do in Latin ? and why are its Greek and Latin works 
detective because they will not tura into English ? That 
genius, of which we are speaking, did not make English ; 
it did not make ali languages» present, past, and future ; 
it did not make the laws of any language : why is it to 
be judged of by that in which it had no part, over which 
it has no control ? 

8. 

And now we are naturally brought on to our third 
point, which is on the characteristics of Holy Scrìpture 
as compared with profane literature. Hitherto we have 
been conceraed with the doctrine of these writers, viz., 
that style is an extra, that it is a mere artifice, and that 
hence it cannot be translated ; now we come to their 
fact, viz., that Scripture has no such artificial style, and 
that Scripture can easily be translated. Surely their 
fact is as untenable as their doctrine. 
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Scripture easy of translation ! then why bave there 
been so few good translators ? why is it that there 
has been such great difficulty in combining the two 
necessary qualities, fìdelity to the originai and purity in 
the adopted vernacular ? why is it that the authorized 
versions of the Church are often so interior to the originai 
as compositions, except that the Church is bound above 
ali things to see that the version is doctrìnally correct, and 
in a difficnlt problem is obliged t9 put up with defects 
in what is of secondary importance, provided she secure 
what is of first ? If it were so easy to transfer the beauty 
of the originai to the copy, she would not have been 
content with her received version in various languages 
which could be named. 

And then in the next place, Scripture not elaborate ! 
Scripture not ornamented in diction, and musical in 
cadence ! Why, consider the Epistle to the Hebrews — 
where is there in the classics any composition more care- 
fully, more artificially written ? Consider the book of 
Job — is it not a sacred drama, as artistic, as perfect, 
as any Greek tragedy of Sophocles or Eurìpides ? Con- 
sider the Psalter — are there no ornamants, no rhythm, no 
studied cadences, no responsive members, in that divinely 
beautiful book ? And is it not hard to understand ? Are 
not the Prophets hard to understand ? Is not St. Paul 
hard to understand ? Who can say that these are 
popular compositions ? Who can say that they are level 
at first reading with the understandings of the multitude ? 

That there are portions indeed of the inspired volume 
more simple both in style and in meaning, and that 
these are the more sacred arid sublime passages, as, 



Digitized 



by Google 



28 WHAT IS LITERATURE ? 

for instance, parts of the Gospels, I grant at once ; 
but this does not militate against the doctrine I 
have been laying down. Recollect, my distinction 
when I began. I have said Literature is one thing, and 
that Science is another ; that Literature has to do with 
ideas, and Science with realities ; that Literature is of 
a personal character; that Science treats of what is 
universal and eternai. In proportion, then, as Scripture 
excludes the personal colouring of its writers, and rises 
into the region of pure and mere inspiration, when it 
ceases in any sense to be the writing of man, of St. Paul 
or St. John, of Moses or Isaias, then it comes to belong 
to Science, not Literature. Then it conveys the things 
of heaven, unseen verities, divine manifestations, and 
them alone — not the ideas, the feelings, the aspirations, 
of its human instruments, who, for ali that they were 
inspired and infallible, did not cease to be men. St. 
Paul's epistles, then, I consider to be literature in a real 
and true sense, as personal, as rich in reflection and 
emotion, as Demosthenes or Euripides ; and, without 
ceasing to be revelations of objective truth, they are 
expressions of the subjective notwithstanding. On the 
other hand, portions of the Gospels, of the book of 
Genesis, and other passages of the Sacred Volume, 
are of the nature of Science. Such is the beginning of 
St. John's Gospel, which we read at the end of Mass. 
Such is the Creed. I mean, passages such as these are 
the mere enunciation of eternai things, without (so to 
say) the medium of any human mind transmitting them 
to us. The words used have the grandeur, the majesty, 
the cairn, unimpassioned beauty of Science ; they are in 
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no sense Literature ; they are in no sense personal ; and 
therefore they are easy to apprehend, and easy to 
translate. 

Did time admit I could show you parallel instances of 
what I am speaking of in the Classics, inferior to the 
inspired word in proportion as the subject-matter of the 
classical authors is immensely inferior to the subjects 
treated of in Scripture — but parallel, inasmuch as the 
classical author or speaker ceases for the moment to 
have to do with Literature, as speaking of things 
objectively, and rises to the serence sublimity of Science. 
But I should be carried too far if I began. 

9. 

I shall then merely sum up what I have said, and 
come to a conclusion. Reverting, then, to my originai 
question, what is the meaning of Letters, I have 
answered, that by Letters or Literature is meant the ex- 
pression of thought in language, where by " thought " I 
mean the ideas, feelings, views, reasonings, and other 
operations of the human mind. And the Art of Letters 
is the method by which a speaker or writer brings out 
in words, worthy of his subject, and sufficient for his 
audience or readers, the thoughts which impress him. 
Literature, then, is of a personal character ; it consists in 
the enunciations and teachings of those who have a right 
to speak as represéntatives of their kind, and in whose 
words their brethren find an interpretation of their own 
sentiments, a record of their own experìence, and a 
suggestion for their own judgments. A great author, 
is not one who merely has a copia verborum, whether 
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in prose or verse, and can, as it were, turn on at his 
will any number of splendid phrases and swelling 
sentences ; but he is one who has something to say and 
knows how to say it. I do not claim for him, as such, 
any great depth of thought, or breadth of view, or 
philosophy, or sagacity, or knowledge of human nature, 
or experience of human life, though these additional 
gifts he may have, and the more he has of them the 
greater he is ; but I ascribe to him, as his characteristic 
gift, in a large sense the faculty of Expression. He is 
master of the two-fold Logos, the thought and the word, 
distinct, but inseparable from each other. He may, if so 
be, elaborate his compositions, or he may pour out his 
improvisations, but in either case he has but one aim, 
which he keeps steadily before him, and is conscientious 
and single-minded in fulfilling. That aim is to give forth 
what he has within him ; and from his very earnestness 
it comes to pass that, whatever be the splendour of his 
diction or the harmony of his periods, he has with him 
the charm of an incommunicable simplicity. Whatever 
be his subject, high or low, he treats it suitably and for 
its own sake. If he is a poet, " nil molitur ineptè." If he 
is an orator, then too he speaks, not only " distinctè " and 
" splendide," but also " aptè." His page is the lucid 
mirror of his mind and life : 

" Quo fit, ut omnis 
Votiva pateat veluti descrìpta tabella 
Vita senis." 

He writes passionately, because he feels keenly ; 
f orcibly , because he conceives vividly ; he sees too clearly 
to be vague ; he is too serious to be otiose ; he can 
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analyse his subject, and therefore he is rich ; he embraces 
it as a whole and in its parts, and therefore he is 
consistent ; he has a firm hold of it, and therefore he is 
luminous. When his imagination wells up, it overflows 
in ornament ; when his heart is touched, it thrills along 
his verse. He always has the right word for the right 
idea, and never a word too much. If he is brief, it is 
because few words suffice ; when he is lavish of them, stili 
each word has its mark, and aids, not embarrasses, the 
vigorous march of his elocution. He expresses what ali 
feel, but ali cannot say ; and his sayings pass into 
proverbs among his people, and his phrases become 
household words and idioms of their daily speech, which 
is tesselated with the rich fragments of his language, 
as we see in foreign lands the marbles of Roman grandeur 
worked unto the walls and pavements of modem palaces. 
Such pre-eminently is Shakespeare among ourselves ; 
such pre-eminently Virgil among the Latins ; such in 
their degree are ali those writers who in every nation 
go by the name of Classics. To particular nations they 
are necessarily attached from the circumstance of the 
variety of tongues, and the peculiarities of each ; but so 
far they have a catholic and ecumenical character, that 
what they express is common to the whole race of man, 
and they alone are able to express it. 

10. 

If then the power of speech is a gift as great as any 
that can be named, — if the origin of language is by 
many philosophers even considered to be nothing short 
of divine, — if by means of words the secrets of the heart 
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are brought to light, pain of soul is relieved, hidden 
grief is carried off, sympathy conveyed, counsel imparted, 
experìence recorded, and wìsdom perpetuated, — if by 
great authors the many are drawn up into unity, national 
character is fixed, a people speaks, the past and the 
future, the East and the West are brought into com- 
munication with each other, — if such men are, in a word, 
the spokesmen and prophets of the human family, — 
it will not answer to make light of Literature or to neglect 
its study ; rather we may be sure that, in proportion 
as we master it in whatever language, and imbibe its 
spirit, we shall ourselves become in our own measure 
the ministers of like benefìts to others, be they many or 
few, be they in the obscurer or the more distinguished 
walks of Ufe, — who are united to us by social ties, and 
are within the sphere of our personal influence. 
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ACT I. 

Scene I.— The Traimng Camp. 

Peg Farrell is busy tidying the dressmg-rootn, where 
over-coate, pull^overs, scarfs, boote, etc., are thrown about 
in disarder. Liam Cashen rushes in late io put ori his 

togs.. 

Liam : Are the lads long gone out, Peg ? 

Peg : They are, to be sure — half an hour or better. 
They were tired waiting for you to turn up. 

Liam : I suppose Father Martin was giving out, as 
usuai, about want of discipline and punctuality. 

Peg : Well fór you he didn't arrive yet. So make 
baste or he'll teli you off. And who could blame him ? 
Why don't you be in time, like ali the boys ; and this 
the last practice before the big match in Dublin, next 
Sunday. I don't know how Captain Teny has patience 
with you. 

Liam : Well, I know, Peg : because he has no hurler 
fit to step into my shoes. If he had, he wouldn't think 
twice of putting me off the team. 

Peg : I don't believe a word of it. Terry O'Donnell 
would do a mean turn on no man. 

Liam : You may believe it, then, Peg. I have it from 
one of the Selection Committee that Terry O'Donnell said 
I'm only a gallery-player. 

Peg : If he did say the like, maybe he wasn't far 
astray. But that's no reason why the Selection Com- 
mittee-man should go repeating it to you. 

Liam : Why shouldn't he ? He's a friend of mine. 

Peg : So much the worse. We have two traitors in 
the camp. 

Liam (heatedly) : I'm no traitor, Peg Farrell. 

Peg : If not, you're the makings of one ; for there's 
nothing keeping you together but conceit and jealousy. 
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Liam : Go and wash up the delph. That's ali you're 
fit f or. 

Peg : It's better be fit for something than good for 
nothìng but making mischief, like you. 

Liam : ITI make the likes of you keep your place, 
anyway. 

Peg : I know my own place, and my own business, 
Mr. Cashen. 

Liam : If you do, go and mind it. I'm well able to 
look after myself . 

Peg : You're looking after a girl that don't want you. 
But you're only wasting your time, let me teli you. 
With ali your swank and wire-pulling you won't do out 
Teny O'Donnell. Himself and Noreen Bradley are as 
good as engaged. 

Liam : There's no danger of anybody looking after 
you, at any rate. * 

Peg : If I had a farm and a few hundred pounds, you 
would be one of the first to clap an eye on me. But 
I'd slap the door in your face, you impudent upstart. 

Liam : Hold your tongue, and get out, before you 
become hysterical. 

Peg : That ITI do, fearing any respectable person 
might drop in and find me in bad company. (Peg 
retires to kitchen). 

Liam : A woman always has the last word. (He 
picks up his hurley, and rushes out the door, where he 
collides with Larry Neill, the postman). 

Larry (groaning) : Be mac, Liam, you're after windin* 
me. You seem to be in the hell of a huny. 

Liam : Sony, Larry. I'm late for the practice, and 
the Captain will abuse the head off me. 

Larry : Well, wait half a minit, now, and save me a 
journey. I have a wire here for Teny O'Donnell, if you 
wouldn't think bad of handin it to him. It's what we 
cali an express message. 

Liam : If it's bad news, you better break it to him 
yourself. 

Larry : How the blazes do I know what's in it. An 
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if I did aself, I'm bound to sacrecy. 

Liam (laughing) : Secrecy, indeed ! What don't you 
know, I wonder. They say you can teli the contents 
of a letter from a peep at the post-mark — whether it 
is a love letter, a solicitor's letter or a threatening letter. 

Larry : Take care, now, what you're sayin. If talk 
of that sort carne to the ears of the post-master, I'd 
be ruined. 

Liam : I won't spHt on you, Larry. Just teli me 
whether it's good news or bad news. 

Larry : It's nayther very good nor very bad. Only 
time will teli how 'twill turn out. 

Liam : Hurry up, manalive ! I have no time to wait 
any longer. 

Larry : Well— the Lord between us and ali harm ! 
— it's a message from Miss Noreen Bradley, saying her 
poor mother took suddenly ili, and askin Terry O'Donnell 
to be sure an cali over before he starts for Dublin. 

Liam : That's bad news, Larry— very bad. When 
the Captain hears this, it's ten to one he'll declare off, 
and stay at home to curry favour with the Bradleys. 
In that case we won't have a ghost's chance of winning 
the Ali Ireland Hurling Final. 

Larry : Be mac, that never crossed me mind. -But, 
honest to goodness, sure Terry wouldn't let down the 
honour of the county for the sake of the Bradleys. 
They'd be holy ructions in the G.A.A. and Terry might 
clear out of the country. 

Liam : That may be, Larry. But Terry O'Donnell 
will take the risk rather than turn his back on Noreen 
Bradley. 

Larry : Miss Noreen won't expect him to miss the Ali 
Ireland Final on her account. An* naythur will poor 
Mrs. Bradley, for isn't she wan of the Kehoes of Gurteen, 
.darlin' hurlers in their day. 

Liam : Even so, how covld a. man hurl, and he fretting 
about his sweetheart ? 

Larry : It wouldn't be aisy, I suppose, though I can't 
spake from experience. Faith, I was never foolish 
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enough to fret aboot any girl. An' d'ye know the 
raison why? — 

Liam : Oh, you can teli me some other tìme. The 
question now is what are you going to do about this 
unfortunate telegram.? 

Larry: What the blazes can I do but deliver it 
accordili' to law, and let Terry O'Donndl make the best 
of a bad job. 

Liam : The law be damned. AH is fair in love and 
war. Don't be a spoil-sport, Larry. Cali back in the 
evening and deliver it, when Terry will be halfway on 
the road to Dublin. 

Larry : Oh, be me song, I won't. No judge and jury 
would believe it took me half a day to travel three mile 
of ground on a bike, unless I could prove I was run down 
by a turf-lony and knocked unconscious in the ditch. 
Don't ade me to perjure meself, whatever you do. 

Liam : Well, supposing we took Peg Farrell into our 
conndence. She could 

Larry : You may laive Peg Farrell out of the plot. 
She wouldn't play a mane trick on Terry O'Donnell for 
love or money. Blood is thicker than water, they say. 

Liam : I wasn't aware of any relationship between 
them. 

Larry : Well, the longer you live, the more you 
learn. To the best of my knowledge, Peg Farrell's 
grandmother was an aunt-be-marriage of — what way is 
this it was ?— Yes, I have it now,— Peg Farrell's grand- 
mother was 

Liam : What the hell care who she was ! You needn't 
perjure yourself. If you can swear you delivered the 
telegram at the Training Camp what more do you 
want ? 

Larry : Fair enough ! oliere it is for you, and do 
what you like with it. (Larry puts the telegram on the 
table). 

Liam : I told you aiready I don't want it. 

Larry : No— you want me to bear ali the blame. 

Liam : Well, ITI teli what you'U do. Slip the telegram 
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into Terry's over-coat pocket ; and in ali probability he 
won't discover it until the Hurling Final is over, for 
better or worse. Defeat or victory depends on you 
now, Larry. 

Larry : Be mac ! ITI do that, and take the chance. 
But where's Terry's coat ? 

(A voice outside shouts : " Are you coming Liam ? 
What the blakers is keeping you ? " ) 

Liam : Righto, captain ! 1*11 be with you in a jiffy. 

(Larry hides behind the door). 

Terry {from the doorstep) : If not, go back to bed and 
stay in it. (Terry rushes away, very angry). 

Larry : Begor that was a narrow squeak. I hope he 
didn't see me. 

Liam (from the doorstep) : Get rid of the telegram, now, 
before Peg Farrell buts in on you. (Liam rushes out) . 

Larry : Wait a minute, Liam. You didn't teli me 
Be mac, he's gone ! 

Larry (trying to identify Terry's overcoaf) : Now, I'm 
in a worse hobble than ever, for I don't know which is 
which. But what care ! 1*11 stick it into this wan for 
luck. I can't be far out, at any rate. 

(Peg Farrell appears just as he is replacing the coat 
on the rack.) 

Peg : Leave them coats alone ! What business have 
you meddling with them ? (Larry in terror drops the 
coat on the floor). 

Larry : God bless us, Peg ! You frightened the 
divil out of me. 

Peg : I hope I did, but I have my doubts. He has 
too tight a grip of you. 

Larry : You don't take me for a pickpocket, do you ? 

Peg : If you don't pick pockets, you go around pick- 
ing up news, and poking* your nose into other people's 
business. What harm were those coats doing you 
anyway, and I after putting them in order a few minutes 
ago? 

Larry : I was just admirin' them, Peg, and wonderin' 
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where did the boys buy them ; for I can't get a coat 
like that anywhere (replacing coat on the rack). Would 
you mind tellin' me who owns it and where he bought it ? 

Peg : I don't know who owns it, where he got it, or 
what he paid for it. How bad off you are for clothes, 
and the Government giving you a new suit every year, 
free, gratis, and for nothing: 

Larry : They do, to be sure. But I can only wear 
my uniform when I'm on duty. 

Peg : And what duty are you on now, may I ask. 
The post didn't arrive at this early hour. 

Larry : I just dropped in to know could I do you 
an obligement of any sort. 

Peg : Well, you can, then. 

Larry : Good, bedad ! I'd go ten mile out of me 
way to oblige you. Only say the word, now, an' 'twill 
be done. 

Peg : You'U greatly obUge me by going about your 
business. I'm up to my eyes in work, getting the lads 
ready to start for Dublin. 

Larry : Oh boys ! oh boys ! ! — turned out o' the 
house, like a tramp ! an* I thinkin' you couldn't do 
widout me. Poor Larry is only in. the ha'penny place 
while you have ali the dashin' young hurlers payin' 
respects to you. But maybe you'll be glad to have me, 
bime-bye. 

Peg : Yes ; you can cali back on Sunday and listen-in 
to the big match in Croke Park. 

Larry : I will to be sure, and thank you much for 
askin' me. I thought I'd have to go to town to hear it. 
They 're erectin' magnifyers in the Market Square, I'm 
tould. 

Peg (laughing) : Amplifyers, you mean, Larry. 

Larry : Well, sure I staggered it. There's no great 
differ between magnifyers, amplifyers and loud-speakers 
— is there, now, yersef ? By the way, who's lendin' 
you the wireless set ? 

Peg : You're the deuce for asking questions, Larry. 

Larry : Faith, and you're a good hand to dodge them. 
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Peg : Well, to satisfy your curiosity, Fll teli you : Miss 
Noreen Bradley kindly proferred to let me have her 
radio-set, while she is away in Dublin. Oh ! won't it 
be grand for her to see her friend, Teny O'Donnell pre- 
sented with the Ali Ireland Hurling Trophy, and carried 
shonlder-high round Croke Park. Fd give the world 
to be there. 

Larry : God send nothin'll happen to prevent Noreen 
from goin', poor girl. 

Peg : What puts that in your head, Larry ? 

Larry : I can't teli you. It's the worst thing always 
runs in a body's head, I suppose. 

(Terry's voice heard cutting, " Open the door, Peg !") 

Peg (alarmed) : What's up, now ? You mustn't be 
lucky, Larry. 

Larry : Fd better clear out by the backdoor, if that 
be so. (Larry escapes through the kitchen). 

Peg (opening the front door finds Terry and Phil 
Moore supporting Liam Cashen, who is limping and 
groaning) : Saints above ! ! How did Liam get injured 
so quickly, and he scarcely ten minutes left the camp ? 

Terry : Get a couple of chairs and a cushion, Peg. 
Hurry up ! 

Peg (arranging chairs, etc.) : What carne over me to 
lose my temper and rush him off, like a youngster late 
for school ? 

Liam : That's the way, Peg. " The more hurry, the 
less speed." 

Phil Moore : It was to be, I suppose. 

Terry (sharply) : Had he been in time, he needn't 
have made a short-cut across the fields, and sprained 
his ankle, jumping off the fence. But don't worry, Peg. 
You'U have him on his legs again when you give the 
ankle a good stuping of vinegar and bandage it. 

Phil : She'll have a chance of showing what she 
learned in the First Aid Class. 

Peg : That wasn't much, I fear, Phil. Little I 
thought I'd be on active service so soon. But FU do 
my best. (She prepares basin, vinegar, towel and 
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bandages, tic., while Terry and Phil take off Liam's 
boots). 

Liam (groaning) : Oh ! take it easy, Phil ! Get a 
knife and rìp it open. 

Phil : That would be a mortai pity — and boots so 
dear— you won't get another pair like them anywhere. 

Liam : What matter ! I won't want them again in a 
huny. My hurling days are over, I'm thinking. (He 
screams as Phil pulls off the boot). 

Terry : Good man, Phil ! You'd make a first-hand 
surgeon. 

Phil : I would an' make a fortune in no time. I'd 
charge you fifty pounds at laist for that operation. 
Now, Peg, have a look at the ankle. I don't think 
there's much amiss wud it. 

Peg: Ah, sure, it's finely— not much swollen or 
anything. 

Liam : You can't always judge by appearances, Peg. 
I'm almost certain it's fractured. 

Phil : Oh, the not a bit of it ! You'll be tip-top 
in an hour or two. An' when you warm into the game 
a-Sunday, you'll forget ali about the ankle. 

Terry : The only thing I hope he won't forget is to 
centre the ball, and not be always trying to score off 
his own puck. 

Phil : That's right. It's divilish hard for a left-wing 
forward to get the ball between the posts, unless the 
wind happened to give it a curi. 

Liam : Didn't I often score from the left-wing corner ? 

Terry : You did, I admit, but more through chance 
than skill. 

Liam : Well, go and get a left-wing forward who 
will always do the right thing, and let you do the 
scoring. 

Phil : Now, Liam, don't get into a huff. Terry is 
only sayin' before your face what others are sayin' 
behind your back. What care who scores so long as 
we win ! 

Peg: Will you give over your arguing. Aren't 
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you ali selfish and eager to shine whenever you can ? 

Liam : Now, you're talkin', Peg. I told you Terry 
had a pick on me. 

Terry : I picked you on the County Team, if that's 
what you mean. 

Liam : That's what you say, of course. But I heard 
a different story of what passed at the Selection Com- 
mittee meeting. However, now you're satisfied, maybe, 
when the " gallery-player " is off the team. 

Phil : You're accusin Terry in the wrong, Liam. 
Don't be so bloomin' touchy and concated. Sure, 
when I was on the County Team, years ago, usen't the 
hurlers on the ditch cali me, " Phil the Fluker," an, 
stili an' ali, between pokin and scrawbin, hittin an missin" 
I managed to make an odd score. Why, it's only star 
hurlers, like you and Terry are christened " gallery- 
players," because you get most applause from the 
Grand Stand. So put the notion out of your head that 
Terry wants to be rid of you. 

Terry : That the gospel-truth, Liam. We may be 
rivals in other respects. But we must put aside petty 
animosity, when it comes to winning or losing the Ali 
Ireland Final. 

Liam : A mari can't forget a broken ankle —can he ? 
I'm not to be blamed for crying off at the eleventh hour. 
It was the ambition of my Ufe to wear an Ali Ireland 
Medal. 

Peg (who òli the while was busy stuping and bandaging) : 
And what's to prevent you ? Leave yourself in my 
hands and 1*11 have you fit to hunt by this time to- 
morrow. 

Phil : Fit to hurl, we want him, Peg. 

Peg : Well, have it so. What's hurling but hunting 
a ball up and down the field, and jumpin' on top of one 
another ? There, now, that's ali I can do for you, 
Liam. 

Liam : Many thanks, Peg. But, without making 
little of your first-aid treatment, I think it would be well 
to see a doctor. You have no time to look after a 
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cripple in the training camp. 

Peg: A doctor indeed? What do doctors know 
about sprains and fractures ? If you go anywhere, go 
to Jim Phelan, the bone-setter. (Knock at the door). 
Here's Father Martin, now. He's better than any 
doctor. (Peg opens the door). 

Father Martin : God save you, Peg ! How are things 
goingon ? 

Peg : God save you kindly, Father ! You 're just the 
man we want. 

Father Martin : What's ali this about ? Has there 
been an accident ? Is it possible poor Liam is knocked 
out? 

Phil: Not at ali, Father. He's only foxin'. But 
you'll soon put legs under him. 

Liam : It's no joking matter, Father Martin. The 
ankle is badly sprained or possibly broken. And the 
sooner you get a sub the better. 

Father Martin : How did it happen, Terry ? 
Terry : Oh, the old story, Father. Late for the 
practice as usuai, and then put out his ankle jumping 
across the fence to make up for lost time. 

Liam (sarcastically) : At it again ! Go ahead ! Teli 
the priest some new yarn about Liam Cashen the 
" gallery-player." 

Peg : Oh dear, oh dear ! There's the way they're 
jibing and barging, one against the other, ali the morn- 
ing, Father. It's a poor training for the Hurling Final. 
Father Martin : I know, Peg —I know, dear. Don't 
wony. Men's nerves are always highly strung on the 
ève of battle. 

Phil : And their heart-strings could be out of tune, 
too, your reverence. 

Father Martin : I'm not a heart specialist, Phil, 

though I try to mend broken ones, from time to time. 

Neither am I an expert bone-setter. However, let me 

have a look at the ankle, Liam. 

Peg : Will I remove the bandage, Father. 

Father Martin : Don't bother, Peg. It would be 
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a pity to undo your handiwork. You have done a very 
neat job. (Father Martin works the ankle, very gently. 
But Liam groans louder than ever). 

Peg: Will you have patience, and let the priest 
examine you. Courage is half the battle. 

Liam : But courage won't cure a wounded soldier. 

Father Martin : Honestly, I don't think it is any 
more than a slight sprain. Is it much swollen or dis- 
coloured, Peg ? 

Peg : Not in the least, Father. You'd never know 
there was a thing a-matter with it. 

Father Martin : That's strange. But Liam knows 
best, I suppose. Apparently it's very painful. 

Liam : I should think it is. And you can't have an 
effect without a cause -isn't that right, Father ? 

Father Martin : Quite correct, Liam. But the 
difficulty is that the cause is sometimes very hard to 
' discover. 

Liam : Then, wouldn't it be advisable to consult a 
doctor ? 

Father Martin : If you care to, 1*11 run you into 
town. 

Terry : Thanks, Father Martin ! It might be the 
safest pian and the quickest. Then Liam can't have 
any blame to us. 

Phil : But don't let the doctor run him into hospital, 
your reverence ; for if you do, we may bid goodbye to 
our left-wing forward, and throw our hats at the Ali 
Ireland Final. With ali his little faults, Liam is a tip- 
top hurler. 

Father Martin : It won't be my fault, Phil, if I 
don't bring back Liam as supple and swift as a reindeer. 
So do the stretcher-bearer, and get him into the car, at 
once. (Terry and Phil link Liam to the door). 

Liam : Cheerio, Peg, and thanks awfully. 

Peg : God be with you ! 

Father Martin : By the way, Peg, Miss Noreen 
Bradley asked me to lend you a high-tension battery 
for the Hurling Broadcast on Sunday. Send someone 
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over to collect it. I forgot to brìng it with me to-day. 

Peg : Yes, Father, ITI teli Larry the Post to cali 
for it. Of course, you will be with the boys in Croke 
Park, I hope. 

Father Martin : Yes, I sincerely hope so. But a 
curate is often held up by a Canon. (Father Martin 
goes oui). 

Peg (thinking aloui) : They're góne now, and God 
forgive me ! I think Liam Cashen is making game of 
the priest and the whole of us. 

CURTAIN 
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Scene II (Acr I). 

The training camp, Sunday of the Hurling Final. 
Peg Fàrrell, seated, reading a ma gazine. Knock ai 
the door. 

Peg : Here's Larry, now, wìth the wireless-set. {She 
opens (he door). Bless my soul ! is this yourself, Mrs. 
Neill ? Aren't you great to hobble over ali the way. 

Mrs. Neill : Oh, the not another ! Ain't I wearin' me 
age well, an' I drawin* up to eighty. 

Peg : I hope Larry got the wireless set. 

Mrs. Neill: Sure that's what I carne to teli you 
about. He got it ali right. But there's something 
amiss wud it— a pottery, I think he called it. 

Peg (laughing) : Not a bad guess at ali ! —the battery 
is probably run down. 

Mrs. Neill : Whatever it is, poor Larry is run off his 
feet searchin' for another wan. He's gone off, now, to 
Father Martin for a yoke of some sort before he starts 
for the funeral. Oh, the funeral put everything out of 
gear. God be praised ! wasn't it terrible the way poor 
Mrs. Bradley was swept away so quick, an* she in the 
best of health two days ago. What happened her at 
ali, Miss? You should know, after attendin' the 
Nursing Class. 

Peg : I can't teli you for certain, Mrs. Neill. She 
collapsed before the doctors could diagnose whether it 
was acute appendicitis or peritonitis. 

Mrs. Neill : They know very little, Miss, when ali 
comes to ali. If they had the luck to send for old Betty 
Cullen above on the hill, poor Mrs. Bradley— God rest 
her ! — would be alive to-day. Wasn't I talkin' to 
Betty at the wake 

Peg : And did you go to the wake in ali the rain ? 

Mrs. Neill : Oh, lawnees ! I did to be sure. I 
woùldn't miss a wake for the world. And, so signs, I 
hope to have a full house and heaps of prayers when 
my own turn comes. 
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Peg: And what did Betty Cullen think about the 
case ? 

Mrs. Neill : She said Mrs. Bradley died of an inward 
pain ; an' if the doctors had clapped on a pipili' hot 
mustard plaster, there and then, she wonld have got 
aise in no time. But instead of that they gave her a 
" Murphy Interjection " and kilt the poor craythur. 

Peg (sharply) : You should not talk like that about 
the medicai profession. 

Mrs. Neill : Beggin,' your pardon, Miss, I'm only 
repartin' Betty Cullen's words. 

Peg : Yourself and Betty say more than your prayers 
at a wake. 

Mrs. Neill : We do, I suppose. It's not aisy keep 
prayin' ali the time. 

Peg : Were you speaking to Miss Noreen and Mr. 
Bradley ? 

Mrs. Neill : I was indeed. They're heartbroken, 
God help them ! An' no wonder ! It's a lonely house 
they'll have without the poor mistress. You wouldn't 
get the likes of Mrs. Bradley in the barony of Shilmalier. 
She had a big cheery heart an' a great head for managin' 
- always busy, an' never in a hurry. She hadn't a hard 
word for anybody, and was always ready to do a good 
turn. Thanks be to God ! Miss Noreen toòk after 
her ; an' may I live to see her married to your cousin, 
Terry O'Donnell. 

Peg : That reminds me, Mrs. Neill— did Noreen 
mention anything abour her telegram to Terry which 
Larry failed to deliver, last Friday morning before the 
hurling team left for Dublin. 

Mrs. Neill : Why then now, she did. But, asthore, 
I couldn't make her anything the wiser. Larry never 
lets me into saycrets of that sort, fearin* I'd go over 
them. I wouldn't be wan bit surprised if Larry forgot 
ali about the telegram, for he can't think or talk of 
anything, this time back, but the big Hurlin' Match. 
If Wexford don't win to-day he TI lose his mind. 

Peg : He may lose his job as well as his mind, unless 
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he can account for the non-delivery of this ìmportant 
wire. 

Mrs. Neill : Oh, for mercy's sake, Miss, don't get 
him into trouble. He's my only dependence. If he 
was put off the road, he might go on the dole ; for, you 
know yersef, he's fit for nothin' but a postman. 

Peg : But he cannot be allowed to get others into 
trouble. Miss Noreen says her father will never for- 
give Terry's absence from the funeral. 

Mrs. Neill : A bitter pili— the same Greg Bradley. 
He only wants some excuse to break off the engagement 
between Terry and Noreen, and force her to marry a 
dandy like Liam Cashen. That prime boy took good 
care not to miss the funeral. Didn't I see him with 
my own two eyes at the wake, and he colloguing with 
the old man, as if he was his son-in-law. 

Peg : Yes ; but remember your Larry played into 
his hands by not delivering Noreen's telegram. 

Mrs. Neill : Maybe he did without knowin' it. 

(Larry's voice heard outside : "Back!— back, will 
you ! Stand there, now ! etc). 

Mrs. Neill : Here he is now. Don't be too hard on 
him, Miss. 

Peg : Very well ; I won't cross examine him until the 
broadcast is over. (Entry Larry, carrying radio-set). 

Mrs. Neill : It's near time you come. 

Larry : No talk out of you, now. It was nick or 
nothin' I got it at ali. 

Peg : How's that, Larry ? 

Larry (placing radio-set on the tàble) : Well, 1*11 teli 
you. Me brave Liam Cashen tried right an' wrong not 
to let me take it away. 

Peg : What right had he to interfere ? 

Larry : Be mac, he's the right-hand man there to- 
day at any rate, orderin' everybody about, and pourin' 
out refreshinents for ali the Bradley's relations and 
friends. Faith, he's playin' his cards well, when he 
got Terry O'Donnell away in Croke Park. 

Mrs. Neill : Now, wasn't I tellin' you, Miss. Oh, 
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the Cashens were always back-sliders and besters. 

Larry : I know Liam Cashen better than you do. 
But I have a card up me sleeve that'U spoil ali his tricks 
an' renagin'. 

Peg : You're talking very mysteriously of late, 
Larry. But we have no time to lose. I hope you 
didn't forget the batteries. 

Larry : Be mac, I won't forget them as long as I'm 
alive. Hadn't I to commandeer Patsy Dooley's ass- 
an'-car to fetch them over. An' we had the divil's 
own job gettin' through ali the traps and motore, 
lìned along the road for a mile or more, waiting for the 
funeral. Severa! asked me what I had in the low-back 
car ; but I tould them they were wraithes for poor Mre. 
Bradley's grave. 

Mrs. Neill : I wouldn't doubt you. You're never 
short of an answer— be it truth or lies. 

Peg : You did perfectly right, Larry. We don't 
want the place overcrowded with listeners. 

Larry : You'U have more than you bargained for, 
when they get back from the berrin'. 

Peg : If so we'll erect the loud-speaker facing the 
door, and let the crowd stand outside in the yard. 

Mrs. Neill : What else will you do ! Is it let ali 
them oleyauns in on top of you ? Why you wouldn't 
hear your ears if Wexford be winnin'. 

Larry : I'd better fetch in the batteries, first, at 
any rate ; and unyoke the ass-an-car. You wouldn't 
have a grain of oats to throw him ? 

Peg : No, Larry. I didn't feed the hurlers on oats. 

Larry : Alright so. He must do wud a handful of 
hay. (Larry goes out). 

Mrs. Neill (examining radio-set) : What's this you 
cali it, again, Miss ? 

Peg : It is usually called a wireless-set. 

Mrs. Neill : Isn't that quare, now— an' it covered 
ali over wud wires ! 

Peg : It does sound strange, Mrs. Neill. 

Mrs. Neill : D'ye know, it's not bad unlike a clock. 
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Peg : Yes ; and it tells the time, better than any 
clock. 

Mrs. Neill : How often do you have to wind it,Miss ? 

Peg : There's no need to wind it. It goes as long as 
you keep the batteries charged with electric current. 

Mrs. Neill : An' that comes in pipes from the river 
Shannon, I hear. 

Peg (impatienUy) : Oh, yes, yes ! Larry will show 
you a jar of it, in a moment. (Larry returns). 

Larry : Here they are, now, for you ! (He hands 
one battery to Peg). 

Mrs. Neill : What have you in the paste-board box 
under your arm, Larry ? (pointing to the dry-battery). 

Larry : It's what we cali the high-tension battery. 

Mrs. Neill: Well— well— anyhow at ali! Didn't 
I think it was a box of chocolate you had for Miss Peg. 

Peg (sharply) : Allow me to teli you, Mrs. Neill, I 
don't want any chocolates from your son, Larry. 

Larry (laughing) : Faith, if you did, you'd often go 
widout them. Tra hard set to keep mesef in cigarettes, 
much less chocolates. 

Mrs. Neill (examining the ' paste-board box ') : So 
that's what drives the whole machinery — an* it so 
harmless lookin'. 

Larry : Keep your hands off it, now, fearin' you'd 
get a shock. If that exploded, it would blow up the 
house. Don't you see what's wrote there on the cover : 
' Full o' Power.' 

Mrs. Neill : God bless us ! I'm better be goin' 
home. 

Peg : Do no such thing. Stay and hear the hurling 
broadcast. You have only to sit there, and keep your 
mouth shut. 

Mrs. Neill : A thing I never did in my life, Miss. 

Larry : Well, it's never too late to begin a good 
thing. 

Peg : Let her alone, Larry, and get on with the work. 
The boys will be here, any moment. 

Larry: I'm dependin' on you, Peg, to put it in 
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workin' order. Father Martin said you'd know ali 
about the wirin'. 

Peg : You should be an expert electrician, after ali 
your years in the post office. Why don't you listen 
and learn ? 

Mrs. Neill : Poor Larry never got much schoolin', 
Miss. He can no more than write his name, an* read 
the newspaper. 

Larry : That'll do, now ! Weren't you tould to hold 
your tongue. 

Mrs. Neill : Sure, I'm only takin* your part, Larry, 
honey. 

Larry : You're takin' away the little bit of character 
I have. 

Peg : We'll ali lose our character if we fail to fix up 
this before the game begins. See the time it is : half- 
past two-and the ball to be thrown in at 3 o'clock 
sharp. Have you the high-tension battery connected ? 

Larry : I don't know where to stick the wires in 
this yoke. 

Peg : Don't you see the marks there —plus and minus 
— or positive and negative. 

Larry : I do ; but a nod is as good as a wink to a 
blind horse. The only mark I can make out is the 
price-mark, 14/6. 

Mrs. Neill : Isn't that a shockin' price ! Fourteen 
an' sixpence ! ! What's in it at ali, I wonder. 

Larry : Didn't I teli you already it's full o' power. 

Mrs. Neill : Bad cess to their gunpowder. D'ye 
know what : I think the end o' the world is comin'. 

Larry : It is, to be sure, if you wait long enough. 
But you won't. (Voices heard outside). 

Peg : Here they are, now ! and we not half ready. 
Teli them to stay outside, Larry. 

Voice 1 : Is the match near over, Larry ? Who's 
winnin' ? 

Larry : It's not started yet. Have a minit's patience 
till we get things to rights. We have bags of time 
stili; it's only half-past two o'clock. Sit down and 
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have a smoke while you're waitin'. 

Voice 1 : Sure, dambut man, that's half-past three 
new time. 

Larry : Be the holy farmer, you're right, Jim. That 
went ciane out of me head. But what can be done ? 
We'll get the tail-end of the match anyway. 

Voice 2 : Bad luck to you ! Why don't you switch 
on the blooming thing ! 

Larry (tuming to Peg) : Make haste, Peg, or they'll 
wreck the house. 

Peg : I'm afraid it won't work, Larry. I can't find 
Radio Eireann anywhere on the dial. 

Larry : Isn't that the divil, an' they boastin' Ireland 
is on the map. 

Mrs. Neill : Maybe if you put a drop of lamp-oil on 
it 

Larry : Will you whist ! It's no jokin' matter. 

Mrs. O'Neill : I'm not jokin, Larry. Didn't I often 
keep the old clock at home goin' by puttin' an oil-rag 
inside it. 

Larry : Don't be aggravatin' me ! Go home an* 
oil the clock ! 

Voice 2 : What the blazes are you doin' ? You 
mustn't know a ha'port about it. Let me in to try my 
hand at it. 

Peg : Who's that, Larry ? 

Larry : Isn't it Phil Moore, the lony-driver. 

Peg : Let him in. Worse than fail, he can't. 

Larry (remowng barrter from the door) : Come on, 
Phil. Maybe you'll be lucky. (Enter Phil Moore). 

Phil : Good evenni', Miss. Is it gone agen you ? 

Peg : It is, I'm sorry to say. But you may be able 
to find the defect. Probably some of the wiring is 
wrong. 

Phil (examining the connection^) : Np, the connections 
are ali right. (He maniptdates switches). Oh, sure now 
I have it. It was switched on the short instead of the 
medium wave-length. (Faint echo of broadcast audible). 
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Larry : Bravo, Phil ! Be mac you have it. 

Phil : Keep quiet till I tune in. (Broadcast grows 
louder and quite distinti ; ali listen intenUy). 

(A voice front side-wing repeats the broadcast). 

" and with ten minutes to go, the scores stili 

stand, Limerick 2 goals, 6 points, Wexford 2 goals, 5 
points in this epic AU Ireland Hurling Final played at 
Croke Park to-day (the listeners express sor e disappoint- 
ment), the ball is now being pucked out from the 
Limerick goal— there it goes, right into mid-field — 
Teny O'Donnell, the Wexford Captain gets it — he 
sends it to Timmy Nolan, the left-wing forward — 
Timmy is tackled by two men— he side-steps them 
and shoots for a point — but it is blocked down by 
Riordan and it goes over the line, giving a seventy to 
Wexford which might easily turn the scales in f avour 
of the Model County— But wait.a minute !— one of the 
Wexford players is down injured —Timmy Nolan, I 
think— yes, it's Timmy alright— a tip-top forward is 
Timmy— he was sub for Wexford in the semi-final 
against Galway, and he was brought on to-day in place 
of Liam Cashen, who cried off at the eleventh hour, 
owing to an injury to his ankle — Well, Timmy is up 
again, and the referee is placing the ball on the seventy 
yards mark for a free, which will be taken by Teny 
O'Donnell, who has been playing the game of his life 
to-day— there he stands, now, cool and confident, 
awaiting the signal to strike a blow on which the fate 
of Wexford depends —he lifts — he hits — a high one ! — a 
long one ! — there it goes clean over the bar— and it's 
now level peggin', Wexford, 2 goals, 6 points, Limerick 
2 goals, 6 points — (Vociferous cheers in the training 
camp— Larry Neill becomes almost delirious). The 
time now must be almost up, and it looks as if this 
historic battle of giants will end in a draw.— But don't 
be too sure — off they go again ! — a magnificent puck-out 
by the Limerick goal-keeper, Meehaul Mor — Shaun 
O'Dea makes a flying stroke and sends the ball another 
fifty yards, right into the Wexford full-back line— the 
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Limerick forwards race up, but Paddy Nolan, the 
Wexford full-back , is ali on his own and clears to mid- 
field — there's a fierce tussle for possession — six players, 
ali in bunch— you can hear the hurleys smacking— at 
last Wat Doran of Wexford poaks the ball out of the 
scrum and passes it to Connolly, who gets an opening 
and sends it up the left wing to Timmy Nolan — Timmy 
is tackled, but he ducks and dodges and centres the 
ball within ten yards of the Limerick goal— Terry 
O'Donnell tries to break through, but the Limerick backs 
are there like a stone wall, and Joe Mangan, the goal- 
keeper clears, and the play is now in square two where 
Dick Lacy of Wexford and Ginger Murphy of Limerick 
are engaged in a fierce duel— Murphy has the best of 
the bout, but he slips, and the ball creeps over the line 
in square three, just under the Hogan Stand— it's a 
side-line puck for Wexford —Oh, what a game ! A con- 
tinuous, unbroken succession of thrills from start to 
finish— but the end is not yet— though there must be 
only a minute or two left — and the score is stili pegs 
together, Wexford 2 goals 6 points, Limerick ditto— 
Well, Timmy Nolan of Wexford is taking the side-line 
puck (intense nervous strain in the training-camp). — 
I see the referee looking at his watch. — Will the final 
whistle blow to shatter Wexford's last chance of victory ? 
— No— Timmy Nolan takes his bearings— he strikes — a 
low one— a hard, rasping puck— right into the Limerick 
goal-mouth— but again the Limerick goal-man clears, 
and the play is now in square three— the Wexford backs 
have moved forward in desperation to keep on the 
pressure— For the moment it's impossible to know 
who's who in centre-field —but Terry O'Donnell comes 
in from nowhere. He has the ball on his stick — he's 
gone two yards —he's gone ten yards —he's gone twenty 
yards— he strikes— it's a high one— a nice one — and it's 
another point for Wexford. (Loud cheers heard outside). 
Terry made no mistake in giving Wexford a one point 
lead in this thrilling Ali Ireland Final played at Croke 
Park here to-day, and the scores now stand— Wexford 
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2 goals 7 points, Limerick 2 goals 6 points. Well, the 
time must be near up now— I see the referee looking 
at his watch again. The ball is being pucked out. It's 
a long one to the far side of field— but there goes the 
final whistle and Wexford are deserving winners of the 
Ali Ireland Hurling Final with the scores— Wex- 
ford, 2 goals 7 points, Limerick, 2 goals and 6 points. 
So I say, Well done Wexford and hard luck Limerick. 
(Cheers for Wexford). 

Phil (switcking off radio) — That's ali you want to 
hear. 

Larry (who has been jumping around, wildly excited) : 
Long life to you, Phil. Only for you we'd be ali in the 
dark. But d'ye know who you may thank for winning 
the Ali Ireland Hurling Final ? Larry Neill the Post- 
man (laughter). Yes, you may laugh if you like, but I'm 
the man that pulled the strings unknownst to everybody 
(more laughter and a voice : " You 're talking through 
your hat, Larry." " Terry O'Donnell won the match.") 

Larry : He did to be sure. But only for me he'd 
never have put a foot in Croke Park. That's as trae, 
now, as I'm telling you. 

Mrs Neill : Will you give over your ramshogin, 
Larry, and come home wud me. God help me, I knew 
the Hurling Match id turn his head. 

Larry : Go home, how are you ? We won't go 
home till morning. Mustn't we get a few barrels 

Mrs. Neill : Is it barrels of beer you mane ? 

Larry : Tar barrels, woman ; tar barrels to blaze ali 
night on Corrigrue. Come on lads and make a start. 

(Larry goes out; loud cheers). 

CURTAIN 
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ACT 2 

SC£NE I 

(Afr. Gregory Bradley's weU-furnished par tour. 
Noreen is unfolding newspaper to read for her father 
the account of Mrs. Bradley's funeral, which look place 
only the day before). 

Noreen : I will read it for you, Dad. It is a very 
lengthy andtouching account of poor mother's death and 
funeral obsequies. The notice is headed in large 
letters. "Death of prominent and highly respected 
Wexford Woman." 

Greg. : She was that and no mistake. — The light of 
heaven to her this night ! 

Noreen : (reading paper) The news of the death of 
Elizabeth Bradley, wife of Mr. Greg. Bradley, Boola- 
darrig, carne as a great shock to the people of the parìsh 
where she was held in high esteem by young and old, 
rich and poor. Her death was quite unextpeced. A 
few days previously Mrs. Bradley was apparently in 
good health and spirits. But taking suddenly ili on 
Friday last she passed away peacefully the following 
day, despite ali the efforts of medicai skill to prolong 
her life. The sympathy felt for Mr. Greg. Bradley 
and his daughter, Noreen, in their sad bereavement is 
heartfelt and universal as evinced by the vast con- 
course of mourners that attended the funeral obsequies 
on Sunday. The late Mrs. Bradley took a leading part 
in the social and religious activities of Booladarrig 
parìsh. She endeared herself to ali classes by her 
genial manner, her proverbiai hospitaUty and her 
Christian charity 

Greg (breaking down) : That'll do, Noreen ! That'll 
do ! I can't listen, any longer. My heart is ready to 
burst this minute. Oh, what's going to become of us ? 

Noreen : Don't break down, Dad. You must not 
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be sobbing like that or you will knock yourself up. 
Poor mother won't be happy even in heaven if she 
knows you are so heart broken in the old home. I 
promised to take her place and cany on as usuai ; so 
be brave, Dad, for her sake and mine. 

Greg. : I know, child— I know. But I wont be 
able to cany on much longer without a helper ; and ali 
depends on whom you select— with my approvai of 
course. 

Noreen : Dad, dear, it is too soon to discuss that 
question. We can postpone it for six months at least. 

Greg : It is not too soon to prevent misunderstanding 
and mistakes, Noreen. 

Noreen : There will never be any misunderstanding 
or deception between us, Dad. 

Greg. : I hope not, Noreen. But others, whom we 
mistook for friends may try to create trouble in our 
family. False friends are worse than open foes. It's 
when you need them most they let you down. There's 
your so called admirer, Terry O'Donnell, turned his 
back on us in our affliction, and wouldn't as much as 
answer your telegram. Maybe 'twas ali for the best. 
You're lucky to get rid of him. 

Noreen : But, Dad, it's not fair to condemn anyone 
until he is found guilty. Possibly Terry never received 
the telegram ? 

Greg. : Nonsense, Noreen ! Didn't Larry the Post 
teli you he delivered it at the Training Camp, as they 
cali it. 

Noreen : Yes ; but it may have gót mislaid in the 
hurry and confusion. Peg Farrell could find no trace 
of it anywhere. She is quite certain Larry Neill left no 
telegram with her that day ; for she asked him what 
business brought him there, and he said he only dropped 
in for a talk about the Hurling Final. 

Greg. : That's ali a cock-an'-bull story. Peg Farrell 
is trying to white wash O'DonnelTs character, but she 
won't succeed, because he hasn't any. If he had, he 
would have cancelled his Hurling Final and stood by 
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your side in the hour of need as Liam Cashen did. 

Noreen : Certainly, Liam went out of his way to 
make up for Terry's regrettable absence. I shall never 
forget his goodness. But I am stili convinced that had 
Terry been here, he would have proved equally kind 
and loyal. I always found him sincere and straight 
forward. 

Greg. : Oh, to be sure, he's a hero in your estimation ; 
and your poor mother also, God rest her, was inclined 
to make too much of him. But don't take the book 
by the cover. I know the history of the O'Donnells 
better and longer than you do. They were leading 
agitators in the old Land League days, gadding around 
to meetings and minding everybody's business but their 
own. They tried to get your grandfather boycotted 
because he refused to join the Pian of Campaign, and 
paid his rent like any sensible man, rather than see his 
family thrown out on the roadside. Now what have 
you to say, Noreen ? 

Noreen : I say, " Let the dead past bury its dead." 
It's wrong to revive old family feuds, for which the 
present generation is in no way responsible. Terry 
O'Donnell is not accountable for the misdeeds of his 
ancestors. 

Greg. : Well, he's to be blamed for not attending 
your mother's funeral, at any rate. 

Noreen : That remains to be seen, Dad. Others, 
besides Larry Neill, may be involved in the mysterious 
disappearance of my telegram to Terry. It may be 
due to unscrupulous trickery or mean jealousy. If that 
can be proved won't you hold him excused, Dad ? 

Greg. : You might as well be idle now, as trying to 
shift the blame on others. O'DonnelTs honour and 
loyalty was put to the test and he proved a traitor. 
You gave him his choice and he selected the Hurling 
Final. So let him stick to it now. I don't want him 
about the place anymore. His room is better than his 
company. 

Noreen : You told me a moment ago not to take the 
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book by the cover, and now you are allowing bitter 
prejudice and family pride to harden your heart. 

Greg. : I won't aUow any man to make little of you. 
The Bradleys always carried their heads high and kept 
the O'Donnells at arms length. (Door beli rings). 

Noreen : This is probably Liam. I did not expect 
him so soon. He promised to drop in. 

Greg. : When Liam makes a promise he keeps it. 
Let him in, Noreen. There's no young fellow I rather 
see in the house. He comes of good stock ; and blood 
tells in the long run. 

(Noreen goes to open hall door). 

Greg. (muttering to himself) : Yes, blood tells. But 
I fear she won't be said by me. I can't get O'Donnell 
out of her head, and more's the pity. (Enter Noreen 
and Liam). 

Liam : How have you been getting on since, Mr. 
Bradley ? 

Greg.: Only middling, Liam— only middling. I 
don't think I'U be long after the poor woman. The 
shock was too great. Wan't it strange how the doctor 
could do nothing to save her life. If she had been 
spared for a few weeks aself, we'd have been prepared 
for the worst. 

Liam : The doctor left nothing undone, Mr. Bradley. 
He told me there was no hope once the heart began 
to faU ! 

Greg. : Maybe so — maybe so. You did your best 
for us anyway, God bless you ! 

Noreen : You did, indeed, Liam. Dad and I shall 
never be able to repay you for ali your kindness, service 
and sympathy. 

Greg. : I can't at any rate. Whatever about you, 
Noreen. You could give him something he would 
value more than Silver and gold. 

Noreen (sharply) : Liam expects no reward, Dad. 

Liam : Certainly not in Silver or gold, Noreen. Any 
trifling service I rendered was a sad privilege and a 
sterling proof of loyal friendship. 
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Greg. : Yes, that's the word— loyal friendship. 

Noreen : How did you get over so quickly, Liam ? 
I thought you would be held up organizing the reception 
for the hurling team. I heard there's a great crowd 
at the cross-roads awaiting their arrivaL 

Liam : Oh, yes. It took me ali my time to get through 
the crowd. They have tar-barrels and torches and 
flags, melodeons and a pipers' band. You'll hear the 
procession passing by here in a minute or two. 

Greg. : They have plenty of drink, too, you'll find. 
But 1*11 teli you one thing they haven't and that is 
Christian charity, for if they had, they wouldn't hold 
their demonstration outside my door and my poor wife 
otily buried yesterday. Only for her many of them 
would have been hungry and naked. But eaten bread 
is soon forgotten. 

Liam : I pointed out ali that to them, and asked them 
to postpone the celebrations ; but they only laughed 
at me. So I turned my back on them and carne away. 

Greg. : You did perfectly right. You should never 
have got mixed up with that gang. 

Noreen : Don't be so har3" on them, Dad. The poor 
people went out of their way to show their sympathy 
for us in our bereavement. Some of them missed the 
Hurling Final rather than miss mother's funeral. 

Greg. : Well, that's more than you can say for Terry 
O'Donnell, the renegrade. 

Noreen : Time wSl teli who is the prime mover and 
pretender in this conspiracy — for conspiracy it is, 
without a doubt. 

Liam : I hope you don't accuse me of being in this 
conspiracy, as you cali it, Noreen ? 

Noreen : I won't accuse or condemn anybody until 
Terry has an opportunity of defending his character. 

Liam : I have said nothing against Terry 's character 
— have I ? 

Noreen : No, but —pardon me for saying it -neither 
have you shown much esprit-de-corp when your 
comrade's conduct is impugned. 
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Liam: Oh, I'm not my brother's keeper. Every 
man has enough to do to defend his own character. 

Noreen : You surely don't take the words of Cain, 
the first conspirator, for your motto.? 

Liam : It's the motto everybody uses nowadays, 
Noreen. 

Greg. : Now you said it, Liam. " Mind your own 
business " is a good motto no matter who made it. 

(Cheering heard in distancé). 

Liam : The ali Ireland hurlers must have arrived. I 
hope they'U be decent enough to stop cheering as they 
march past your door, Mr. Bradley. 

Greg. : They'U do no such thing, Liam. How can 
you expect blood from a turnip ? Them fellows would 
dance on their mother's grave for a pint of porter. 

Noreen : Dad— Dad, don't be so cruel and vindictive. 
Remember who said, " Father, forgive them for they 
know not what they do." 

Greg. : They know right well what they're doing, 
the scoundrels ! 

Liam : I told them what they were doing not ten 
minutes ago (the procession draws nearer). 

Greg. : Oh, dear— oh dear. What's the world 
coming to ! Beating drums and playing melodeons 
outside a house of mourning. * If they are the Boys of 
Wexford, God help poor Ireland. They may well sing : 
'twas drink that brought us down. 

Liam : It's the old story, Mr. Bradley — Laugh and 
the world laughs with you, weep and you weep alone. 

(Singing suddenly ceases. A voice shouts " Halt !") 
One minute's silence and one short prayer for the happy 
repose of the soul of Mrs. Ellen Bradley, who was a life- 
long friend and benefactor of the Wexford Gaels." (A 
moment' s silence). " Attention ! By the right ! Quick 
march ! (Procession passes on singing " Kelly, the boy 
from Killane."). 

Noreen : Now, Dad, aren't they better than you 
paint them ? 

Greg. : I don't mind that sort of play-acting and 
hypocrisy. It's only a stunt to get a subscription off 
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us later on. You couldn't be up to them go-boys. I 
wonder what becomes of ali the money they make in 
Croke Park year after year. 

Liam : I believe some are doing well out of it anyway. 

Noreen : Shame ! Liam, to be libelling your fellow- 
Gaels. How is it people never ask what becomes of 
ali the money made at Soccer and Rugby Finals. 

Liam : Soccer and Rugby players are professionals 
and must be paid high salarìes. The Gaels get nothing 
but a few cheap medals and the loan of a good-for- 
nothing Big Cup. 

Greg : I'm glad to see you're learning sense, Liam. 
What we want in this country is a few respectable 
business-men to look after the games as well as the 
Government. 

Noreen : The Gaels are to be admired ali the more, 
because they play for the love of the game, and the 
honour of their native county. You will be sony, 
Liam, to have missed the chance of wearing an Ali 
Ireland medal. 

Liam : It won't cost me a thought, Noreen. 

Greg : And it might have cost you a broken leg, and 
left you a cripple for the rest of your days. It was a 
lucky accident you were obliged to stay at home ; for 
what would we have done without you. You stood in 
the gap and no mistake. Ali say you managed every- 
thing first-class at the wake and funeral. (Door beli 
rings). 

Noreen : This is Terry now. I know his ring. 

Greg. : If it is, teli him Tm gone to bed. 

Noreen : I will do no such thing, Dad. Wait and see 
has he any explanation to give about the unanswered 
telegram. I'm quite certain he has. 

Greg. : I won't listen to any explanation. 

(Noreen goes out. Greg. stands up to r etite). 

Liam (whispering) : I would prefer you to remain, 
Mr. Bradley. Better break off negotiations, here and 
now, otherwise he will be coming back to pester you 
with lame excuses. 
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Greg. : I believe you're right. I might as well teli 
him first as last what I think of him. 

(Noreen and Terry are heard talking outside ; befare 
they enter room, Liam takes a back seat). 

Terry (approaching Greg to shake hands) : This is a 
terrible tragedy, Mr. Bradley. Allow me to offer you 
my heart-felt sympathy and a thousand apologies for 
my unavoidable absence from the funeral obsequies. I 
knew nothing of your wife's illness and death untìl I 
read the obituary notice in the paper this morning. 
Needless to say I got a fearful shock. 

Greg. (refusing to shake hands) : It don't make the 
slightest diff erence - you were never missed. 

Noreen : Sit down, Terry. That's not true, Dad. I 
missed him, and Fm sure poor mother missed him too, 
for she and Terry were intimate friends. 

Liam : Welcome home, Terry, and congratulations on 
your victory. 

Terry : Oh, Liam, is this you ! I did not expect to 
meet you here, when I didn't see you with the boys at 
the crossroads, I concluded you were stili laid up with 
the sprained ankle. 

Liam : I should be crippled out and out if I did not 
console Mr. Bradley and Noreen in their sad bereave- 
ment. 

Greg : The poor woman was scarce an hour sick 
when he carne limping and panting into the house to 
see what he could do for us. And since then he has been 
going night and day without a wink of sleep, forgetting 
his own trouble, poor fellow, in order to share our 
sorrow. 

Terry : How did you come to hear of Mrs. Bradley's 
illness so quickly ? 

Liam : How did I come to hear 

Greg. : Didn't the whole country-side know about 
it when they saw the priest and doctor hurrying here 
on Friday last. 

Terry : Wasn't it strange you didn't mention it to 
me in the camp that morning ? 
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Liam : I suppose the accident put it out of my head. 

Greg : What talk have you ? Didn't Noreen send 
you a telegram telling you to cali without fail before 
you started for Dublin ? 

Noreen : Yes, Terry, I sent you an express wire. 

Terry : If you did, I never gotit, Noreen. That's as 
true as God is in heaven. 

Noreen : You may leave God out of it, Terry. I 
will take your word of honour. 

Greg. : How can you take his word, Noreen ? Didn't 
Larry the Post teli you he delivered the telegram ali 
right. And I'd take his word before O'DonnelTs oath. 

Terry : I have done nothing to deserve that insult, 
Mr. Bradley. But in the circumstances I make allow- 
ance for your ruffled temper. 

Noreen : Poor Dad's nerves are completely un- 
strung, Terry. He is obsessed with the idea that you 
deliberately turned your back on us rather than miss 
the Hurling Final. 

Terry (to Liam) : Did you see Larry Neill about 
the camp the morning you got hurt ? 

Liam : I did. He was on the doorstep just as I was 
rushing out to the practice. 

Terry : Did he say anything about a telegram 
for me ? 

Liam : I was in too great hurry to talk to him. You 
were yelling at me, because I was a few minutes late. 

Greg. : Wasn't it queer, now, Liam could see Larry 
Neill and you couldn't, though you were on the spot ? 

Terry : If Larry was there, he must have been hiding 
from me. At any rate, I did not see him that day in the 
camp or out of it. 

Greg. : Why-then-how, what would he be hiding for ? 
You surely were not in such a raging temper that Larry 
was afraid to hand you the telegram ? 

Noreen : I never saw Terry in a rage, Dad. 

Liam : You're lucky not to be on the hurling team, 
Noreen. 

Terry (heatedly) : I may be hot tempered betimes 
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when dealing with cads, Liam. But I'm not a liar. 

Greg. : It's yourself is saying it. Every culprit 
pleads not guilty when he stands in the dock. 

Noreen : Many an innocent man was in the dock 
and unjustly condemned, Dad. 

Terry : I care not who condemns me, so long as 
you don't, Noreen. 

Greg. : Well, you better take care, young man. I'm 
master in my own house, and no man'll come in here 
without my consent. So clear out, now, as soon as 
you like. 

Liam (pref>aring to leave) : Excuse me, Mr. Bradley, I 
find myself in a rather awkward position between you. 

Greg. ; No, you stay where you are, Liam. We can 
talk in confidence when this fellow is gone. Off with 
you now to the hurlers and hooligans. (Noreen weeps). 

Terry (taking Noreen's hanS) : Don't break down, 
Noreen. I can understand your father's bitter resent- 
ment. He has been doped with lies and palaver during 
my absence. There is some hidden hand and sore 
head behind this business. But the truth will out and 
your father's eyes will be opened. I will leave no stone 
unturned and no f ootprints untraced until I discover the 
mean coward who tried to cash in on the death of your 
dear mother. And when I do he will get what he 
richly deserves. 1*11 smite the traitor on the hip and 
dash the cup from perjured lip. Good-bye, Noreen. 
Our next meeting here will be happier I hope. 

CURTAIN (as Noreen shows hkn out). 
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Act IL Scene IL 
Greg. Bradley's Parlour. 

Greg. (sitHng alone in armchair, reading newspaper. 
The halldoor beli rings. He calls the housetnaid) : 
Bridgy! are you there, Bridgy? See who's at the 
halldoor. 

Bridgy (front kikhen) : I'm off duty at 6 o'clock. 
Go and open it yerself , sir. 

Greg. : Oh, boys, oh boys ! What's the world 
coming to at ali ? Off duty at 6 o'clock. (He goes out 
muttering. Returning with Liam) : You're welcome, 
Liam ; you're doubly welcome ; I'm ali alone, like a bird 
in a cage. 

Liam : Isn't Noreen here ? (taking off overcoat and 
leaving it on a chair, where it is found later by Noreen 
and the telegram discover ed in the pocket). 

Greg. : No ; she went ofi on the bicycle shortly after 
ax o'clock saying she'd be back in an hour or so. 

Liam (anxiously) : Where was she going, I wonder. 
She knew I was calling over for a chat. 

Greg. : She did. And she told me not to let you go 
until she returned. 

Liam : Well, I'm glad to hear that at any rate. 

Greg. : So was I, Liam. It's a sign she's getting 
fond of you. 

Liam : I hope so, Mr. Bradley. If I knew the way 
she went I could go meet her, and escort her home. It's 
getting duskish. 

Greg. : Better not. She might think you were 
spying on her. We must be very careful in dealing 
with Noreen. She can be coaxed ali right, but not 
coerced. 

Liam : Sure to goodness, I'm dòing my best to win 
her over by kindness and coaxing. 

Greg. : You are, Liam, you are. But don't force the 
pace. Time is on your side. I hear Terry O'Donnell 
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will be leaving the country in short. Then the road 
will be clear for you. 

Liam : Yes ; himself and the hurling team are going 
on a tour to America, next month. But he's out to 
cause mischief between this and then. There are ali 
sorts of rumours afloat. They say Fm to be expelled 
from the G.A.A. on the charge that I faked an injury 
to my ankle and backed out of the Hurling Final to 
curry favour with you and Noreen. The people have 
O'Donnell in a rage, I believe telling him how well I 
managed everything at your poor wife's wake and 
funeral. 

Greg. : You did indeed, Liam, Fm proud of you 
and so is Noreen in her heart, though she's shy to let 
on. It takes time they say for admiration to ripen into 
love. Don't make any proposai until O'Donnell is out 
of sight and out of mind. In the meanwhile I will be 
doing ali I can for you. 

Liam : Many thanks, Mr. Bradley. 

Greg. : But by the way, what end of poor Larry the 
Post. I hear he's nearly out of his mind between the 
Guards and the Gaels. 

Liam : Yes, they want him to swear the telegram 
was lost or mislaid, even at the risk of loosing his job. 

Greg. : Well, if Larry is dismissed, O'Donnell should 
be boycotted and banished out of the country. D'ye 
know now, what you'U do ? Cali a meeting of Larry's 
friends and relations and start a fund to defend his case 
in court. You can put down my name for a five pound 
note. Twill be money, well spent. 

Liam : I don't know about that. Terry O'Donnell is 
very popular just at present, and he has a powerful 
organisation at his back. 

Greg. : You're too damn timid and cautious. Unless 
you fight and knock out O'Donnell, you'll never be 
a hero in Noreen's eyes. Now is your chance. Do 
what I'm telling you : start an agitation, and you'll 
split the G.A.A. from top to bottom. The labour 
crowd will back up Larry Neill. Divide and conquer 
is an old saying. 
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Liam : But surely you're not in favour of Labour 
and neither am I, Mr. Bradley. 

Greg. : What odds abaut that now. They'll serve 
onr purpose in the present crisis. 

Liam : Perhaps an anonymous letter or two in the 
locai press would suit our purpose equally well and 
save us a lot of expense. 

Greg. : That's a cowardly thing, I never did in my 
life, bad and ali as I am. I have no respect for a man 
who is ashamed or afraid to write over his name. What- 
ever I have to say about O'Donnell's behaviour ITI say 
it to his face ; but I won't stab him in the back with a 
poisoned pen. I thought you were more honourable, 
Cashen, than to suggest such a thing. 

Liam: I must fight Teny O'Donnell with his own 
weapons. (Knock, Noreen enters excitedly). 

Noreen : Oh, I'm glad you're here, Liam. 

Liam : Thanks, Noreen, you are worth waiting for. 
Every minute seemed an hour until you arrived back — 
" Absence makes the heart grow fonder/' 

Greg. : We thought you had broken down on the 
road or gone astray in the dark. 

Noreen : No, Dad. It's a beautiful, stany night, 
and I scorched home with good news. The mystery 
of the missing telegram is solved. 

Greg. : It's nearly time. Has O'Donnell owned up 
to his fault or apologised, instead of trying to shift the 
blame on Larry Netti. 

Noreen : Not at ali, Dad ; Larry has pleaded guilty, 
or at least shared the guilt with a certain accomplice. 

Liam : In other words, turned crown witness and 
informer. I was thinking O'Donnell and the G.A.A. 
would terrorise him. Now Larry may pack up and go 
to America with the hurling team. 

Noreen : Don't be too sure, Liam. Father Martin 
will be here in a few moments, and he will explain ali. 

Liam : More undue influence and clerical dictation. 

Greg. : You shouldn't say that, Cashen ; Father 
Martin's influence is always for góod and he dictates 
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nothing but the Ten Commandments. I don't see 
eye to eye with him on politics, to be sure. He's a 
Gael, and I'm a Planter, I suppose. But we agree to 
differ and we are fast old friends. So be careful what 
you say when he comes. 

Liam : He wasn't ordained to be a District Justice. 
Let the cobbler stick to his last. 

Noreen : Neither was I destined to be your wife. 

Greg. : Faith, it's only now I'm coming to know you, 
Cashen. I fear you're a wolf in sheep's clothing. 

Noreen : A fox caught in a rat-trap, might describe 
him better, Dad. (Door beli rings ; Noreen goes out). 

Liam : I won't stay here to be cross-examined by a 
country Curate. 

Greg. : Stand your ground, man, and defend your- 
self if you can. 

(Enter Noreen, Father Martin and Terry). 

Father Martin : I hope we're not intruding, Mr. 
Bradley ? 

Greg: You 're not intruding, on me, at any rate, 
Father Martin ; I'm always glad to see you. 

Liam (tnoving towards the door) : You'll excuse me, 
Father, I must be going. (Noreen gets priest a chair). 

Father Martin : Please don't go for a few moments, 
Liam ; I want to have a confidential talk with you and 
my friends here. (Terry locks door). 

Terry : You won't leave here until you are con- 
victed of trickery and treachery. Then you may go 
where you like. 

Liam : If I am to be put on trial, it will be in a civil 
court -and not in an ecclesiastical star chamber of 
this sort. 

Father Martin : You quite misunderstand the 
purpose of my interview, Liam. I come here to un- 
ravel this unfortunate imbroglio between yourself and 
Terry, and if possible, to prevent worse trouble later on. 
It may be too much to expect a renewal of friendship, 
but I trust our interview will put an end to bitter re- 
criminations and reprisals. 
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Liam : I don't know what you are driving at, Father. 

Father Martin ; Well, then be seated, and I will 
explain the matter more fully, though my task is very 
distasteful (proctuces note hook). I have here a short 
report of the Inquiry held to account for the non- 
delivery of the telegram sent by Noreen Bradley to 
Terence O'Donnell on the ève of the Ali Ireland Hurling 
Final. You will permit me to read it, Mr. Bradley ? 

Greg. : To be sure, Father Martin. — Why not 

Liam : I object. Who gave you the right to hold an 
inquiry ? 

Father Martin : It is not only my right but my duty 
to uphold truth and justice. 

Terry : The enquiry was held at my request. 

Liam : I thought so much.— And the cooked Report 
is also at your request. 

Noreen : You were notified of the enquiry and you 
refused to attend. 

Liam : I did ; and I refuse to accept its report. 

Greg. : Read on Father Martin. Let him grin and 
bear it. 

Father Martin (reading Report) : A private enquiry 
was held in the parochial hall, Booladarrig on 
March 18th, to trace, if possible, the person or 
persons responsible for the non-delivery of the im- 
portant telegram sent by Noreen to Terry O'Donnell 
m connection with her mother's illness. The need for 
an Inquiry was urgent, as the failure of Terry O'Donnell 
to answer such an important message might lead to a 
serious breach of friendship. Having heard the evidence 
of the six witnesses and weighed it carefully, the Board 
of Inquiry carne to the following conclusions : 

1. — That Laurence O'Neill was induced and, in a 
sense, compelled by Liam Cashen to conceal the telegram 
on the plea that, if delivered, it would jeopardise 
Wexford's chance of victory in the AH Ireland Hurling 
Final. 

Liam (interrupting) : It would not have made the 
slightest difference. 
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Greg. : Shut your mouth. 

Father Martin : Silence please and allow me to 
continue. 

2.-That in assessing the blame for this regrettable 
episode by far the greater share must be borne by Liam 
Cashen. 

Liam (bitterly) : I refuse to recognise this self con- 
stituted Court of Inquiry. You surely do not expect 
me to accept its decision, without having an opportunity 
of questioning the witnesses and reputing the evidence 
of a liar and a half looney like Lany Neill. 

Father Martin : I anticipated that objection, 
Liam, sit down now, — Noreen, will you cali in the 
witnesses, please. 

Noreen : By ali means, Father Martin. (Noreen 
goes out and returns immediotely with Larry Neill, 
Peg Farrell, Phil Moore and Mrs. Neill). 

Greg : Now we should get the whole truth anyway. 
There's nothing like bringing people face to face. 

Mrs. Neill : Spake up, now, Larry, and don't go 
back of what you said to the priest. 

Larry : Fd face a regiment of soldiers rather than 
do that. 

Father Martin : I quite believe you, Larry. But,, 
on this occasion, you are only asked to face facts and 
teli the truth without fear or favour. Will you 
please repeat the evidence you gave at the Inquiry 
earlier this evening. 

Larry (nervously) : Well, to begin at the beguini', 
when I got to the training camp wud the telegram for 
Terry O'Donnell there was nobody there but Liam 
Cashen putting on his togs in a huny for the hurling 
practice 

Liam : That's lie No. 1 ! Wasn't Peg Farrell there ? 

Peg : I was in the camp, but I was not in the dressing 
room when you and Larry were conspiring. You took 
good care not to let me into the plot. 

Father Martin : Continue, Larry. 

Larry : When I asked Liam Cashen to spare me a 
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journey and fetch down the telegram to Terry, the 
divil a bit of him would he unless I tould him what 
was in it. I thought hard of doing of that, to be sure, 
fearin' I'd get into trouble. But, again that again, 
there was nothing very private or confidential in the 
telegram. So thinking it was no great harm, I up and 
tould him that Miss Noreen was eager to see Terry 
before he started for Dublin, as her mother was ailin'. 
Wud that, Cashen accused me of been a spile-sport, for 
the raison that if Terry got word Noreen 's mother was 
sick, he would stay at home wud her, and let the Hurling 
Final go be damned. 

Liam : That's lie No. 2. I don't use language of 
that sort. 

Larry : Well, if not, that's what you meant at any 
rate. 

Greg. : Go ahead, Larry. 

Larry : Well, be mac ! when he put it that way, I 
got a bit unaisy, right enough, for to teli the honest 
truth, your Reverence, I'd nearly risk me life for the 
sake of winning the Hurling Final. Then Cashen tould 
me how I could save the situation, and save me skin 
into the bargain by hiding the telegram in Terry's over- 
coat that was hangin' on the rack beside his own. But, 
bad luck to it, didn't Cashen clear out of the camp 
without telling me which was which, and as likely as 
not I put the telegram in the wrong pocket. 

Liam : This yarn is a tissue of lies invented to get 
yourself out of trouble. But 1*11 have you up for libel, 
and lodged in Mountjoy as sure as your name is Larry. 

Larry : Begor, if you do, they'U be a pair of us in it. 

Father Martin : Let us keep to the point. Would 
you be able to identify the coat in which you concealed 
the telegram ? 

Larry : I would, to be sure, if I saw it. 

Terry : Was it the coat I'm wearing, Larry ? 

Larry : Not at ali. It was a coat with a belt on it. 

Noreen (taking up Liam's coat, which is thrown 
carelessly on a chair) : Perhaps this might be it. 
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Larry : Be the hokey farmer, that's it ali right and 
who knows but the telegram is in the pocket stili 

Liam : Don't dare to search my pockets (rushing to 
seixe his coat ; Terry intervenes, and Larry produces 
the green cnvdopc, stili sealed). 

Larry : Now, wasn't I telling the truth, Terry ? 
Here it is for you — better late than never. 

Liam : It's a plant. I knew nothing about this 
telegram. You learned this trade from the Black and 
Tans. 

Larry : Tis a plant ali right. But 'twas you showed 
me how to sow it. And if it bore sour grapes, let you 
eat them, now. 

Mrs. Neill : Why then, well done yerself, Larry 
(clapping him on the back), I'm proud of you this night. 
You've taken a load off me mind. 

Greg. : And off mine too, Mrs. Neill, God bless him. 

Father Martin : The best and the worst that can 
be said about your son, Larry, is that he loved the 
Gaelic games not wisely but too well. Like many 
another enthusiast he acted on the false principle that 
the end justifies the means. You're sorry, now, Larry, 
aren't you ? 

Larry : I am in a way, your Reverence. But, be 
mac, I'd be twice as sorry if we had lost the Hurling 
Final. 

Liam : You'll lose your job, on the head of it, you 
bloody informer. 

Greg. : Oh dear, oh dear. Have you nothing better 
than that to say for yourself ? 

Liam : I have said ali I want to say in this den of 
felon-setters. 

Father Martin : You don't wish, then, to hear any 
further evidence ? 

Liam : No, I'm fed up with falsehood and perjury. 
Let me out of this bloody place. (Terry guards the 
door). 

Father Martin : I'm sorry, Liam, you are not 
honest and chivalrous enough to admit you played a 
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mean joke oa Terry O'Donnell and Noreen. They are 
willing to accept an apology, and let the whole affair 
be hushed up. Publicity will only make matters worse. 

Liam : I will neither repent nor apologise. 

Father Martin : Then nothing can be gaìned by 
detaining you here any longer. Open the door, Terry, 
and let him go bis way. 

Terry : Good night and God f orgive you ! I always 
knew you were a gallery-player. But I never thought 
you were a doublé dealer. 

Liam : It's in the C.I.D. you should be O'Donnell. 

Terry (raising his fisi): What's that ? (Terry 
rushes oui after Liam ; scuffie heard outside). 

Larry (rushing to hold Terry) : Don't strike him, 
Terry, or he'U take the law of you. 

Noreen : Have patience, Terry. I told Dad I never 
saw you in a rage. 

Greg. : I don't blame him. We ali lose our temper 
betimes. 

Father Martin : Sit down, Terry. The most 
important object of my mission stili remains to be ex- 
plamed and achieved. 

Greg. : I want no more explanations, Father Martin, 
I know now why Terry didn't answer Noreen's telegram. 
and that's enough— God forgive me, I accused hun in 
the wrong, and let bitter pride harden my heart. In- 
stead of trying to pacify me, Cashen chimed in with me 
every time I denounced Terry and ali belong to him. 
No matter what I said Cashen seconded it. But it's 
ali over now, thanks be to God and you, Father 
Martin. 

Father Martin : We understand, Mr. Bradley, we 
understand. You were completely misled. 

Larry : And so was I, your Reverence. What carne 
over me anyway to do such a thing ! 

Mrs. Neill : You're not to blame, Larry, Cashen 
put you up to it. 

Greg ; I suppose he offered you a bribe, Larry ? 

Larry : He did, Mr. Bradley, but Larry Neill never 
took a bribe from anyone. 
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Mrs. Neill : No, nor your father before you ; don't I 

remember wan time 

Father Martin : Silence, please. We have no time 
for anecdotes, Mrs. Neill. Do you wish to make any 
remarks, Peg.? 

Peg : I would like Mr. Bradley to know that I was 
the first to suspect Liam Cashen of treachery and 
imposture. I knew ali along the alleged injury to his 
ankle was only a ruse. 

Noreen : Yes, Dad, it was Peg put me on the trail 
of the traitor. 

Phil : What care now ; he's tarred for the rest of his 
days. How could he get well ali of a sudden, except 
by a miracle ? 

Mrs. Neill : A miracle indeed ? The priest id look 
well working a miracle for the likes of him. 

Terry : The only mistake Father Martin made was 
wasting his time fetching him to the doctor. But a 
rogue can't fool ali the people, ali the time. 

Father Martin : We may mie out mistakes and 
miracles for the present. My only duty, now, Mr. 
Bradley, is to reweld the broken link of friendship 
between you and Terry O'Donnell, who, as you are 
doubtless already aware, is in love with your daughter, 
Noreen. 

Noreen : Don't say broken, Father ; it was only 
badly bent. 

Father Martin : Well, bent or broken, Noreen, I 
want to mend it, so that it will stand the test of time 
and tide. 

Greg. : I'il help you, Father, as best I can. 

Father Martin : Without your help, Mr. Bradley, 
it would be a botched job. 

Greg. : Well, teli me, now, what you wish me to do ? 

Father Martin : Ali I ask of you is to give your 
approvai and blessing to the bethrothal of Noreen and 
Terry, before he sets out on his tour to America, so that 
ali prepararions can be made for their wedding when 
he returns safely to the old land. 
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Greg. : That ITI do, this very night. — Give me your 
hand, Terry, and yours, too, Noreen. (He holds their 
hands tightly clasped in his). With ali my heart, I wish 
you both long life and the best of luck. Noreen never 
doubted you, Terry. You may depend your life on her. 
Don't stay in America a day longer than is necessary ; 
for you know, I'm not getting young. But plaze God, 
1*11 live to see Father Martin tyin' the knot and to hear 
the old beli in Booladarrig ringing " haste to the 
weddin' " of Noreen Bradley and Terry O'Donnell. 
(Applause). That's ali I have to say, and I hope you're 
ali satisfied. 

Larry : More power to you, Mr. Bradley. 

Mrs. Neill : The blessings of God on you ! 

Phil. : Up Terry O'Donnell (cheers). 

Father Martin : Ali you had to say was so well said, 
Mr. Bradley, that you have left me little to add, except 
to thank you for the kind manner in which you received 
our deputation, and the appreciation you have shown 
of our efforts to vindicate the character of an honest 
man and a worthy leader of the Wexford Gaels (cheers)). 

Terry : Many thanks, Father. Without your kind 
intervention and influence, it might have been im- 
possible to clear my character, and, in ali probability, I 
would have settled down in America. But now I go 
with an easy mind and a light heart, knowing that my 
wedding is not defeated but only deferred. During 
my short exile 1*11 be longing for the joy of returning. 
" America may have gems and gold, shadows may never 
have gloomed it ; but the heart will sigh for the absent 
land where the love light first illumed it. 1*11 feel the 
breath of the Wexford breeze, the vale and the cot I 
was born in. And Noreen dear, from my heart of 
hearts 1*11 bid you the top of the morning " (cheers). 

Terry (taking the Ali Ir eland medal and pinning it on 
Noreen) : In the meantime, Noreen, take this and 
wear it for a token of my love and loyalty. (Ali con- 
gratulate the happy couple). 

CURTAIN. 
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PREMESSA 



Da quando uscì la prima edizione di questa mi- 
nuscola opera, i tempi sono divenuti maturi per l'at- 
tuazione dei concetti in essa discussi e difesi. È noto 
che governanti e privati si occupano oggi, in Italia, 
se non decisamente, almeno coi) interesse crescente, 
del problema del certificato medico volontario, cioè 
non legalmente, ma moralmente obbligatorio, di sa- 
nità ed attitudine prematrimoniale »: e molti educa- 
tori, moralisti, biologi-psicologi discutono, in articoli 
e conferenze, sulla educazione sessuale dei giovani 
e sulla loro preparazione alla funzione riproduttiva. 
Sebbene molti siano ancora i problemi su questo ar- 
gomento, che rimangono insoluti dal lato pratico, 
tuttavia è sempre utile mettere in chiaro, sia per i 
giovani che per i dirigenti, che molte questioni si 
agitano spesso senza premesse scientifiche o razio- 
nali, come se il problema sessuale e matrimoniale 
fosse solo un problema giuridico o morale. Invece 
noi sosteniamo che il matrimonio è un problema 
di ordine triplice: biologico-psicologico, morale- 
religioso, e giuridico-sociale: e che per la soluzione 
integrale occorrono condizioni favorevoli, che sono: 
di natura biologica, di natura morale e sociale. 
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Di natura biologica: istinto erotico normale, di- 
sciplinato e razionalizzato, apparato riproduttivo ma- 
turo funzionalmente; 

di natura morale: coscienza della finalità del- 
l'unione di due corpi per realizzare la procreazione, 
e di due persone umane di sesso diverso per com- 
pletare i bisogni della propria anima; preparazione 
ai sacrifizi ed alla rinunzia necessaria della propria 
libertà, con disposizione all'amore altruistico, al- 
l'amore-dono di se, per la felicità del coniuge, con 
disposizione a compatire, sopportare difetti e malat- 
tie, con disposizione agli obblighi gravi che impone 
la prole. Essere coscienti che il matrimonio è rinun- 
zia alla propria libertà ed al piacere individuale, per 
la libertà ed il piacere della coppia umana: ecco la 
prima delle esigenze di chi si accinge a contrarre 
questo vincolo per tutta una vita. 

V'è poi la condizione di natura sodale-economica: 
per il matrimonio, cioè per costituire una famiglia 
bene inquadrata nello Stato, occorrono mezzi ma- 
teriali, un tetto decente, una mensa sufficiente, un 
posto sociale retribuito sufficientemente. Ora quanti 
sono quelli che, pur avendo bisogno di matrimonio, 
possono disporre di tali mezzi? Ed allora come ri- 
solvere, se il matrimonio è materialmente impossi- 
bile, il problema del bisogno sessuale e spirituale 
dell'uomo e della donna sessualmente e spiritual- 
mente maturi? 

Certo il problema materiale-economico del matri- 
monio è molto facilitato, quando la donna è econo- 
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miramente autonoma, quando cioè essa non è eco- 
nomicamente schiava del marito: schiavitù econo- 
mica che non solo aggrava le difficoltà di adire al 
matrimonio, ma, in un certo senso, diminuisce la di- 
gnità e la libertà morale della donna rispetto all'uo- 
mo, ed è frequente causa di reazioni conscie od in- 
conscie e di complessi d'inferiorità, che esigono com- 
pensazioni e conversioni. Ecco le basi realistiche per 
la preparazione matrimoniale: basi biologiche, basi 
morali, basi sodali-economiche; dei tre ordini, la 
terza, cioè la sufficienza economica, è strettamente 
dipendente dall'organizzazione sociale iniqua, dal 
lato della distribuzione della ricchezza, nelle varie 
classi sociali, dalla disoccupazione di molti uomini, 
dai salari insufficienti, dalla abituale mancanza di la- 
voro femminile retribuito. 

È la società dunque, che deve risolvere questo pro- 
blema economico essenziale per il matrimonio: al- 
trimenti, se ciò riesce praticamente impossibile, come 
può la morale pretendere che il 50% almeno dei gio- 
vani, giunti all'età nubilare, rimangano, per tutta la 
vita, a soffocare il bisogno sessuale, se questo non 
può essere soddisfatto se non col matrimonio? Solo 
una società economicamente bene organizzata po- 
trebbe, secondo me, risolvere l'angoscioso problema. 
Possono milioni e milioni di giovani d'ambo i sessi 
essere costretti ad una castità perpetua? o ritardare 
fino all'età matura, per ragioni economiche, il ma- 
trimonio? fe questo fisiologicamente possibile!? È 
moralmente giusto? Così urtiamo nel gravissimo, 



Digitized 



by Google 



eppure sempre attuale problema, tutt'altro che risolto, 
dell'unione sessuale libera, cioè non matrimoniale. 
Le discussioni odierne sull'abolizione o non aboli- 
zione delle case chiuse, insegnino che a tale pro- 
blema dell'amore sessuale non matrimoniale, la 
società di oggi non sa rispondere che con il principio 
della forza maggiore o dell'arrangiamento o del fari- 
seismo, nelle relazioni fra i due sessi, e soprattutto 
col permettere il libero sfogo sessuale all'uomo, e non 
già alla donna. Vengano dunque una buona volta 
leggi sociali, nazionali ed internazionali, che siano 
veramente cristiane, che distribuiscano equamente la 
ricchezza della terra, che Dio ha data, se pure ine- 
gualmente, a tutti gli uomini, e permettano così ai 
giovani di potere, all'epoca in cui si è compiuto il 
loro sviluppo sessuale, cioè intorno ai venti, venti- 
cinque anni, formare con l'altro sesso una sola vita 
corporea-spiritualc, e creare quella vera cellula del- 
l'organismo nazionale che è la famiglia. Su questa 
si scrivono volumi dal punto di vista morale-socio- 
logico, ma nulla si fa acciocché essa possa realizzarsi 
quale diritto di ogni uomo e di ogni donna sessual- 
mente maturi. 

Si persuadano i governanti, che senza il santuario 
sano e moralmente ed economicamente forte di una 
propria famiglia, non vi può essere, almeno per la 
stragrande maggioranza degli esseri umani, né la 
vera morale altruistica, né l'amore per la patria, e 
neppure quella purezza del corpo e dell'anima, che 
ci fa degni della grazia di Cristo. 
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LA DONNA E L'UOMO 



La preparazione dei futuri coniugi esige che siano 
innanzitutto chiaramente conosciuti i valori reci- 
proci biologico-spirituali dei due sessi 

Pochi forse sono scientificamente ed eticamente 
preparati a comprendere che cosa sia, nella concreta 
realtà dell'esistenza, la persona umana: questo capo- 
lavoro delle mani del Supremo Artefice, fatto, come 
l'Angelico Dottore ha bene illustrato, della intima 
ed individuale ed irripetibile unione vitale di un corpo 
di umana origine e di uno spirito donato da Dio 
all'embrione umano, come vero raggio del suo spi- 
rito infinito ed eterno. Questa unità di corpo e di 
anima costituisce un composto di cui i due compo- 
nenti sono inscindibili durante la vita, cosicché non 
esistono nell'uomo vivente, come molti ancora cre- 
dono, fenomeni che siano puramente fisiologici o 
fenomeni che siano puramente psicologici, perchè 
tutte le manifestazioni vitali della persona sono fisio- 
logiche e spirituali al tempo stesso: anche se noi 
siamo costretti ad ammettere che l'immaterialità 
dello spirito e la sua innata libertà, da Dio conces- 
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sagli come supremo dono, permettono allo spirito, 
entro i limiti consentiti dalla sua unione con la 
carne, di emergere e di trascendere le leggi biolo- 
giche e di creare opere sempre più nuove di bel- 
lezza, di verità, di bontà. 

È incredibile quanta fatica incontrino tuttora gli 
uomini, anche quelli di maggiore altezza di intelli- 
genza, ad afferrare questo principio dell'imita e to- 
talità della persona umana: se vediamo pullulare 
ogni giorno e sempre sotto nuova veste gli stéssi erro- 
nei monismi, dai monismi filosofici idealistici ai mo- 
nismi positivistici, al materialismo dialettico. 

È tempo, dunque che la persona umana unitaria 
e totale, mezza bestia e mezza angelo, sia intesa nel 
senso tomistico di unità vivente materiale-spirituale: 
e possiamo aggiungere, nel senso cristiano, cioè di 
persona naturale-soprannaturale: dato che Dio sol- 
tanto poteva creare questo composto meraviglioso 
di un fango che poi è tutto un microcosmo fisico, 
qual'è il nostro corpo, con una sostanza spirituale 
capace di elevarsi fino a Lui, cioè con capacità so- 
prannaturali, capax Dei, come dice il Dottore di 
Aquino. 

Era necessaria questa premessa sulla persona 
umana totale ed unitaria poiché io intendo subito 
di fondare questa mia breve e sintetica trattazione 
sulla donna e l'uomo, sul principio della persona. 
È tempo infatti che anche la donna sia considerata 
e valutata ed educata od utilizzata nella famiglia 
e nella società non più come un corpo, ma come 
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una persona totale corporea-spirituale, autonoma e 
libera, perfettamente eguale, se pur diversa) alla per- 

sona dell'uomo. 

*** 

Ora che noi esamineremo brevemente dal lato 
scientifico corpo ed anima della donna nei confronti 
dell'uomo, vedremo come questo corpo e quest'ani- 
ma son fatti per completarsi con l'uomo, e che 
l'uomo stesso è una creatura incompleta, quando 
gli manca accanto una creatura femminile buona ed 
intelligente che formi con lui, se non una sola carne, 
come è nella vita sessuale, almeno una sola anima, 
quasi una sola personalità. 

La scienza della persona sta lì a dimostrarci in 
mille modi che i due sessi umani son fatti per for- 
mare, insieme, uniti se non per la carne, per il loro 
spirito, una unità vitale superiore, che è la vera im- 
magine ideale dell'umanità, quella che più allon- 
tana l'uomo dall'animalità. 

È interessante la conoscenza di noi moderni endo- 
crinologi in base alla quale codi la donna come 
l'uomo, dal lato corporeo, posseggono non solo una 
quota, naturalmente preponderante, di ormoni del 
proprio sesso, a cui si deve lo sviluppo ed il mante- 
nimento dei caratteri sessuali primari e secondari, 
ma posseggono anche una certa quota di ormoni 
del sesso opposto. Cosicché già con ciò la natura ha 
voluto indicarci, nella costituzione della persona sin- 
gola femminile o maschile, la necessaria collabora- 
zione, nella costruzione della persona, delle so- 
li 
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stanze regolatrici dei due sessi. Insomma, nessuna 
donna è donna al cento per cento, nessun uomo è 
uomo al cento per cento. 

Ma non meno interessante e pocQ studiato da 
questo punto di vista è il fatto che la maternità, so- 
prattutto se ripetuta, non solo aumenta nel sangue 
della donna la carica d'ormoni femminili, ma anche 
quella d'ormoni maschili: e soprattutto, secondo le 
mie osservazioni, ciò avviene nelle gravidanze ripe- 
tute di maschi; il che vuol dire che la donna madre 
ha ancora più bisogno, per la sua sacra, difficile, fa- 
ticosa missione, di una buona quota di ormoni propri 
del maschio, così da arricchire e corpo e spirito di 
quelle qualità come le muscolari e le combattive e 
le difensive, e di quella energia lavorativa, che de- 
vono servire alla donna madre per assicurare il nu- 
trimento e proteggere i propri piccoli da ogni pe- 
ricolo. 

La donna madre viene così ad avvicinarsi, secondo 
questi fatti endocrinologia, a quella unità umana 
vitale-spirituale superiore che noi abbiamo premessa 
come finalità di necessario completamento reciproco 
biologico-psicologico dell'uomo e della donna. 

Ecco così, in questa prima parte della nostra trat- 
tazione, delineati i concetti basilari che scienza della 
persona umana, etica e sociologia devono, secondo 
il mio modesto modo di vedere, prendere a guida 
per revisionare radicalmente, come è tempo si faccia, 
la valutazione e la educazione e la posizione sociale 
della donna. Tali concetti sono: 
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1) il concetto della donna considerata non più 
come corpo, ma come persona libera, fatta di un 
corpo particolarmente dotato da natura perchè di- 
retto alla funzione di sposa e di madre, e di una 
anima e di ima intelligenza che, come il corpo, sono 
diversi, ma non inferiori all'anima ed all'intelligenza 
maschile; 

2) il concetto della donna totale, che sia educata 
e preparata nel corpo, nel cuore, nella intelligenza, 
per i suoi specifici fini che non sono soltanto ses- 
suali e riproduttivi, ma lavorativi e sociali: anzi, su 
questi ultimi deve essere fondata soprattutto l'auto- 
nomia economica e morale della donna; 

3) la donna come mezzo di completamento del- 
l'uomo, quindi vera metà dell'uomo, che deve for- 
mare la diade umana, ideale, unitaria, armonica, 
mediante l'amore altruistico di cui soprattutto la 
donna è capace: diade umana da cui famiglia e so- 
cietà devono aspettarsi il massimo rendimento e 
progresso dell'individuo e dell'umanità; 

4) la donna non solo moralmente autonoma, 
ma economicamente autonoma, per merito del suo 
lavoro, che però obbedisca, come l'uomo, per le fina- 
lità sopra esposte, alla legge universale dell'armonia 
degli antagonisti e dei distinti, legge da sostituire 
all'animalesca legge della lotta dei sessi e della lotta 
per la supremazia della donna o dell'uomo, anche 
nel lavoro e nelle funzioni di governo. 

13 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



5) la donna fattore essenziale del progresso mo- 
rale, che è per noi assai più importante del pro- 
gresso intellettuale ed economico. 

In tutto il mondo dei viventi noi vediamo mera- 
vigliosi spettacoli di bellezza di colori, di piumag- 
gio, di odori, di fantastiche forme, di canti e suoni, 
perfino di luci, tutto in rapporto con la funzione ri- 
produttiva. 

Chi crederebbe che la bellezza dei viventi, vege- 
tali ed animali ed uomo, è intimamente collegata 
con la necessità riproduttiva della specie? 

Ora, per la natura, la donna soprattutto conta per 
la specie; ed ecco perchè la natura dà soprattutto 
alle forme della donna la bellezza ed ispira il culto 
della bellezza corporea. È istintivo nella donna, 
dalla più selvaggia alla più civile, Tornarsi per at- 
trarre. E per la legge della variazione dello stimolo, 
in modo che non venga l'assuefazione del maschio, 
ecco la moda con i suoi apparenti capricci e la sua 
volubilità con origini e finalità biologiche sessuali. 

Ma dal lato biologico non solo la natura ha dotato 
la donna di belle forme, curve delicate e flessuose, 
fatte di tenerezza e non di rigidità, così come ve- 
dremo essere anche il cuore femminile; non solo ha 
dato alla donna l'istinto ad abbellire il suo corpo 
per attuare ad ogni modo la sua missione procrea- 
trice e materna: ma ha pure dato alla donna il com- 
pito di conservatrice dei caratteri biologici della spe- 
cie. Questo compito della donna come conservatrice 
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del tipo di stirpe e di specie è stato bene illustrato 
dal Pieraccini. 

Di fronte alla assai maggiore variabilità dell'uomo, 
la donna è dunque Tessere per natura più stabile, 
più consqrvatore nella trasmissione ereditaria dei 
caratteri, così come essa è più accumulatile, più ri- 
sparmiatrice, più attaccata al focolare dove deve pro- 
creare ed allevare i sue» piccoli, meno sperperatricc 
di energie che l'uomo. 

Non la donna, dunque, si può chiamare mobile 
di fronte alla biologia, ma l'uomo è Tessere per na- 
tura il più variabile e mobile. 

D'altra parte noi dobbiamo considerare che dal 
lato della procreazione e formazione di un nuovo 
essere, la donna è tre volte, per così dire, più im- 
pegnata e più necessaria e più responsabile dell'uomo. 
La donna tre volte, Tuomo una volta sola, dà alla 
creatura che deve nascere una parte della propria 
carne e del proprio sangue: prima al momento del 
concepimento, poi con la nutrizione dell'embrione 
nel proprio seno, infine mercè l'allattamento, che è 
per noi biologi, una vera seconda comunicazione di 
sangue, dopo la gravidanza, fra madre e figlio. 

La donna è dunque tre volte plasmatrice del figlio 
rispetto al padre, che lo è una volta sola. Non è forse 
questa triplice dedizione materiale di sé al figlio 
una ragione biologica profonda del fatto che la ma- 
dre è nella coscienza come nell'inconscio di ognuno 
di noi come l'angelo custode, amata ed invocata 
sempre come la donatrice più altruistica, sempre 
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pronta a dare tutto il suo sangue per i suoi figli? 
Ed ecco il diritto naturale della donna, diritto che 
ad essa è riconosciuto ampiamente in alcune na- 
zioni, come il Giappone, di occuparsi, essa soprat- 
tutto, della educazione e dell'allevamento totale cor- 
porco-spirituale dei figli fino all'età della pubertà, 
fino cioè a quando essi diventano autonomi per la 
maturazione della sessualità. Noi crediamo che la 
,/r; madre plasmatrice ed educatrice sia la più adatta 

f*"i ad indirizzare, istruire, avviare nel mondo i figli, 

anche. dal lato della tanto agitata questione della 

V educazione sessuale. Vengano dunque leggi che 

diano alla madre tutti i diritti di educatrice aiutata 
e protetta contro eventuali egoismi del padre, e ciò 
fino all'età almeno del quindicesimo anno, l'età della 
crisi pubere. 

Quanti gradi di nobiltà naturale e non artificiale 
o convenzionale ha dunque il corpo della donna: 
miracolo naturale di attrazione estetica, di stabiliz- 
zazione e conservazione del tipo di specie, e di co- 
munione di sangue con l'essere generato! Di fronte 
a questo triplice miracolo, devono molto riflettere 
> reggitori di popoli che tanto poco e tanto male 
ancora s'interessano di proteggere e la femminilità 
estetica e la maternità. E devono riflettere gli uomini 
che hanno l'animus di padroni del corpo della donna 
e l'occhio offuscato dalla voracità sessuale, che così 
spesso non lascia vedere la stessa femminilità este- 
tica della donna e tanto meno la triplice dedizione 
del suo sangue al prodotto di quella generazione 
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alla quale il generatore ha preso una parte tanto fug- 
gevole e Spesso facilmente dimenticata! E dovreb- 
bero sul miracolo della femminilità biologica e della 
donna madre meditare anche quelle modernissime 
pseudo-donne e pseudo-madri ultrameccaniche che 
arrivano a ricorrere per la generazione ad una banca 
di elementi germinali maschili, e si servono di uno 
chèque di materia umana fecondante inviata, anche 
per aeroplano, così come si fa in zootecnia, per la 
fecondazione delle mucche! 



### 



Ed ora noi possiamo passare ad esaminare il cuore 
e la intelligenza della donna nei confronti del cuore 
e della intelligenza maschile. Anche questo lato del 
problema, sebbene coltivato da uomini profani di 
biologia umana, e da numerosi psicologi di tutto il 
mondo, che hanno usato il metodo psicologico più 
obbiettivo e statistico (ricorderemo fra i più noti Ha- 
velock Ellis e Gina Lombroso) presenta alcuni pun- 
ti che noi vogliamo cercare di mettere in rilievo, 
perchè di grande interesse per la donna stessa. Si 
può affermare che la donna è di qualità morali e di 
qualità intellettuali che non hanno nulla da invi- 
diare a quelle maschili, cosicché non si può più par- 
lare di superiorità o di inferiorità psicologica fra i 
due sessi, ma solo di diversa costituzione psichica. 
È pure ormai sorpassato il tempo in cui qualche 
seguace pedissequo di Pascal soleva ripetere che la 
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donna sente e l'uomo pensa. Anche la donna pensa, 
anche l'uomo sente}, solo che pensano e sentono 
diversamente. Difatti tutti sappiamo, in accordo con 
le ricerche psicologiche comparative più recenti, che 
nella donna è più ricca la vita affettiva, che la donna 
è più spesso introversa, che la donna vive più dentro 
di sé, è più subbiettiva dell'uomo, e ciò perchè le 
esigenze della sua femminilità la fanno più subor- 
dinata dell'uomo alle sjie glandole ed al suo istinto 
materno; e sono gli ormoni che insieme con alcuni 
centri della base del cervello ed influenzati dal ritmo 
cosmico (si pensa, come è noto, al ritmo lunare) 
impongono alla donna quel ritmo biologico mensile 
che purtroppo l'egoismo maschile trascura e turba 
con la sua voracità erotica, ritmo che sempre si riper- 
cuote sulla sfera emotiva ed ideativa della donna, 
tanto più vicina dell'uomo alla natura cosmica! 

Ma se da queste maggiori influenze degli ormoni 
della costellazione sessuale sulla psichicità dipende 
la più intensa sensibilità dell'anima femminile e la 
sua maggiore subbiettività e suggestibilità e la pre- 
dilezione della donna per tutto ciò che nella vita è 
sogno e non logica calcolatrice, è pur certo che rispet- 
to all'uomo il cuore della donna è assai più ricco di 
sentimenti spontanei di altruismo e di abnegazione 
e di dedizione e di pietà per gli infelici e di ammira- 
zione entusiastica per tutto ciò che è eroico, estetico, 
forte e grande, ossia per ciò che eleva l'uomo dal lato 
morale più che dal lato razionale. La donna è co- 
struita dunque senza dubbio più umanamente e 
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meno animalescamente nella psiche come nel corpo, 
rispetto all'uomo, come riconosce anche Havelok 
Ellis. È sempre il cuore materno e l'amore senza cal- 
colo che in lei detta dentro, non la ragione fredda 
che conduce tante volte l'uomo alle peggiori cru- 
deltà. 

Dal lato della volontà quella femminile non è af- 
fatto inferiore a quella maschile, senza credere alla 
frase proverbiale: quel che donna vuole... E qui noi 
ricorderemo che Santa Caterina da Siena, così forte 
di volontà, raccomandava alle sue consorelle di eser- 
citarsi sempre più nella volontà: siatemi virili nella 
volontà, diceva. E quanto alla intelligenza, è certo 
che la donna può intellettualmente fare tutto quello 
che può fare l'intelligenza maschile; ma i migliori 
psicologi ammettono che quando si va nel campo 
del genio, cioè del piano d'intelligenza superiore alla 
media, la donna molto di rado assurge ad un grado 
elevato. Così avviene nelle arti creative e nelle scienze 
che richiedono pensiero astratto e razionale. 

L'attitudine al pensiero astratto, la potenza logica 
obbiettiva, la immaginazione creatrice, artistica o 
scientifica, sono più dell'uomo che della donna. Su 
150 donne celebri nella storia del pensiero raccolte 
è studiate dal Pieraccini dal XII al XIX secolo, solo 
undici, in Italia, figurano come celebri nel campo di 
discipline creative ed astratte, mentre è più frequente 
il numero delle donne celebri nel campo della pit- 
tura, della poesia, dell'arte narrativa. 

Ma diremo subito che la intelligenza femminile 
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ha una qualità più spiccata forse che nell'uomo, ed è 
la potenza dell'intuizione pratica e della divinazione 
intuitiva del vero. Essa le viene dalla sua miniera 
ricchissima e tanto ancora ignota del subconscio e 
dell'inconscio. Oggi che anche i cervelli più grandi 
dell'astrazione matematica (citiamo qui il nostro 
Severi), riconoscono, come già Poincaré ed il filosofo 
Bergson avevano altamente proclamato, il grande 
valore della intuizione anche per le scoperte scienti- 
fiche e fisicomatematiché, ecco che la intelligenza 
intuitiva e pratica femminile può stare benissimo a 
fianco della intelligenza astratta maschile e comple- 
tarla. La donna poi può a ciò aggiungere le sue grandi 
qualità di ordine e disciplina mentale e di pazienza 
e di potenza analitica, assai maggiori che nell'uomo, 
per cui ella può essere collaboratrice ed esecutrice e 
perfezionatrice preziosissima di un uomo intellet- 
tualmente elevato: la donna ispiratrice, collabora- 
trice, integratrice del cervello maschile, la donna che 
sa accendere il fuoco nel sacrario domestico e sa 
accendere il fuoco nel tempio dell'intelletto maschile. 
Quale grande compito per una donna veramente 
totale come noi la vogliamo! 

Ma bisogna che io metta soprattutto in rilievo anche 
il fatto che la psiche femminile è più sana, più armo- 
nica, più equilibrata, meno dissociabile nelle due 
grandi sfere, l'affettiva e l'intellettiva, rispetto alla 
costituzione psichica maschile. Questo maggiore 
equilibrio psicologico della donna è anche dimo- 
strato dalle statistiche di patologia mentale e morale. 
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Secondo le recenti osservazioni di Filippo Saporito 
vi sono 16 donne contro 100 uomini tanto nel campo 
della criminalità quanto in quello della pazzia. 

Se a questa assai minore predisposizione alla paz- 
zia e al delitto si aggiunge che l'egoismo e la volontà 
di potenza e la più facile subordinazione al calcolo 
utilitario ed alle esigenze della animalità istintiva 
sono senza dubbio qualità più sviluppate nell'uomo, 
mentre l'altruismo e la carità sono più proprie del- 
l'anima femminile, ecco che noi possiamo venire alla 
conclusione che la donna è moralmente più sana 
dell'uomo. 

È quindi ad essa che spetta soprattutto non sol- 
tanto la funzione di conservatrice del tipo di specie 
umana, ma di motore il più sicuro del progresso 
morale dell'umanità, progresso morale che è infini- 
tamente più vero e più necessario e più fecondo di 
bene che il progresso intellettuale, dato che questo, 
come la storia di ieri e di oggi dimostra, è dissociato 
tanto spesso dalla carità e dall'altruismo interumano 
da condurre facilmente a regressi e distruzioni anzi- 
ché ad elevazione dell'uomo. 

Oggi forse la donna, rivalutata come persona 
umana corporeo-spirituale e come donna totale, bene 
preparata dall'istruzione e dall'educazione non solo 
nel corpo, ma nel cuore e nell'intelletto e con pari 
diritti umani e civili dell'uomo, né padrona né 
schiava, sarà chiamata ad esercitare una larga 
influenza equilibratrice sulla ambizione, sulla volontà 
di potenza, sulla logica fredda e calcolatrice, sulla 
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crudeltà razionale di certi uomini. È tempo che la 
donna una buona volta sia elevata socialmente: ma 
innanzi tutto essa deve essere liberata dal bisogno, 
deve essere economicamente resa autonoma dal- 
l'uomo, e vogliamo che ciò avvenga mediante il 
primo dei doveri e dei diritti d'ogni creatura libera, 
quello di procurarsi il necessario col lavoro delle 
mani e dell'intelletto. Così dentro come fuori delle 
mura domestiche il lavoro della donna deve essere 
economicamente e non solo sentimentalmente e 
superficialmente valutato. Nel lavoro non ci deve 
essere concorrenza e lotta, ma armonia tra la donna 
e l'uomo. Ciò sarà possibile quando sorgeranno, 
come noi auguriamo avvenga in una riforma della 
scuola in Italia, istituti di media cultura ed anche a 
tipo universitario, specializzati nel preparare la 
donna in tutto quello che è $a scienza della donna, 
del fanciullo, della casa, del lavoro femminile : cosic- 
ché molti specifici compiti sociali propri della psiche 
femminile siano esclusivamente compiuti da donne 
bene preparate. 

Una università con tale finalità metterebbe, per 
es. in alto valore, nella vita sociale, certe qualità 
psicologiche eccellenti dal lato lavorativo, soprattutto 
nel campo assistenziale, igienico, educativo, che son 
proprie della donna; ed impedirebbe così la concor- 
renza anarchica, come oggi avviene, della donna 
all'uomo, sul mercato del lavoro. 

Ma anche per il suo lavoro domestico la donna 
deve ossene ormai valutata dall'uomo economica- 
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mente e non solo sentimentalmente: non deve più 
esistere una umiliante soggezione economica della 
donna, che tanto lavora per la casa: comune deve 
essere il godimento dei beni materiali procacciati 
dall'armonica collaborazione della donna e del- 
l'uomo. La schiavitù economica, il parassitismo ob- 
bligato della donna è la prima radice della sua seco- 
lare situazione d'inferiorità rispetto all'uomo e causa 
di ribellioni aperte o tacite alla autorità maschile ed 
alle leggi ingiuste che oggi regolano i rapporti di 
reciproca libertà fra i due sessi. 

Il grande psicologo Ribot diceva che il vero motore 
della vita umana è il carattere, mentre l'intelligenza 
è il faro che illumina la strada. £ noi crediamo, sulle 
ragioni scientifiche qui sviluppate, che un giorno il 
carattere pia sano e più equilibrato della donna non 
solo attuerà il detto di Napoleone «/ cittadini si 
formano sulle ginocchia delle madri*, ma muoverà 
la macchina sociale; l'intelletto maschile sarà il faro 
luminoso che squarcerà le tenebre sulla tanto diffi- 
cile strada che l'umanità deve percorrere. 
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LA PREPARAZIONE BIOLOGICA-PSICOLO- 

GICA- ETICA DEI FUTURI CONIUGI E LA 

CREAZIONE DI UNA FAMIGLIA SANA 

E FECONDA 



Questo lavoro è rivolto essenzialmente ai giovani 
da parte di un medico-psicologo, studioso dei pro- 
blemi della persona umana, perchè essi giovani pos- 
sano con scienza e coscienza, con una piena maturità 
di corpi e di spiriti affrontare e risolvere il problema 
del matrimonio cristiano indissolubile: e adempiere 
così, degnamente, il primo dovere sociale dell'uomo, 
quello di costruire una famiglia. 

Giacché la socievolezza innata dell'uomo, che può 
concepirsi solo come essere esistente e coesistente, ha 
la sua prima, decisiva forma di attuazione nell'unione 
sessuale legittima, allo scopo di costruire una fami- 
glia, che sia, oltre che il complemento ed il conforto 
dell'individuo, la cellula produttiva e riproduttiva, 
sana fisiologicamente e spiritualmente, di quell'altra 
più grande collettività sociale, che è la nazione. 

L'unione legittima tra i due sessi, che contraggono 
davanti al rappresentante di Dio, un contratto di vita 
in comune, valido per tutta la vita, costituisce il ma- 
trimonio. . 

Ma tale contratto, solenne e indissolubile secondo 
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la dottrina cattolica, presuppone più d'ogni altro con- 
tratto che i due contraenti abbiano piena consape- 
volezza delFatto che sottoscrivono, e soprattutto ab- 
biano la maturità di corpo e di anima per le finalità 
che col matrimonio si propongono. 

Maturità prematrimoniale 

Ora si può sinceramente dire che oggi si tiene nel 
suo giusto conto questo stato di coscienza pre-matti- 
monialc e di maturità pre-matrimoniale dei futuri 
coniugi, da parte del sacerdote e del legislatore? 

Io credo di no; i giovani poi sono convinti che 
questo passo della loro vita può essere esclusiva- 
mente affidato alla loro libera volontà di scelta de- 
terminata esclusivamente dall'amore, inteso però que- 
sto come può intenderlo chi è acceso da tutti gli en- 
tusiasmi e da tutte le fiamme della primavera della 
vita. Ma questa, come la primavera della terra, è 
soggetta a facili tempeste dei sensi e del cuore, quan- 
do la ragione cede ogni momento alla voce della car- 
ne, all'irrazionale del sentimento, ed il giovane vive 
la sua vita, tranne rare eccezioni, come se essa, per 
dirla col Goethe, fosse una tela intessuta di sogni. 

E così avviene, nel maggior numero dei casi che 
questo patto, che legherà due esseri con vincolo in- 
dissolubile nel corpo e nell'anima, viene stretto in 
uno stato di impreparazione fisiologica e psicologica 
tale che non dobbiamo meravigliarci se un grandis- 
simo numero di connubi vada poi in fallimento. 
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Innumerevoli infatti sono i disastri matrimoniali, 
se si deve tener conto che anche nei paesi come il 
nostro, in cui non è ammesso il divorzio, è grande 
il numero di separazioni coniugali effettive e du- 
revoli. 

In nessun campo più che in questo io credo quindi 
debbano oggi convergere, con i loro sforzi di bene, 
il medico-psicologo, il sacerdote, il giurista. 

Fino ad ora tale collaborazione è stata molto su- 
perficiale, e limitata solo a qualche aspetto del pro- 
blema, mentre io credo venuto il tempo di costruire 
quella che potremmo chiamare, come il titolo di que- 
sto libro, la scienza e la coscienza del matrimonio 
cristiano. 

È necessario rivedere norme giuridiche àncora vi- 
genti, e che non tengono conto sufficiente degli studi 
e dei risultati della più moderna medicina costitu- 
zionalistica, di quella scienza cioè capace di svelare 
nel corpo e nell'anima di soggetti, che non possono 
dirsi veramente malati, e che spesso passano erronea- 
mente per normali, talune anomalie, anche gravis- 
sime, della costituzione fisica o psichica che, a no- 
stro parere, compromettono seriamente e l'attitudine 
matrimoniale e le finalità essenziali del matrimonio, 
cioè la procreazione, ed ima comunione di vita dei 
due coniugi senza contrasti insanabili. 

La coscienza del sacerdote di Cristo, che unendo 
davanti a Dio due esseri in una sola vita, assume 
la responsabilità di ratificare un sacramento, il 
quale rende il vincolo indissolubile (sacramento che 
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presuppone, naturalmente, la piena coscienza e la 
sincerità di chi lo riceve), deve tener presenti le con- 
siderazioni che vogliamo qui svolgere: perchè nella 
pratica, data la severità che giustamente la Chiesa 
cattolica adopera prima di dichiarare un avvenuto 
matrimonio non valido, avviene che in pochi casi di 
matrimoni disgraziati, alcuni fedeli ritengono ecces- 
sivamente dure e non sempre giuste, dal lato scien- 
tifico, le norme giuridiche canoniche esistenti, per le 
quali si devono ritenere ancora validi certi matrimoni 
che invece ci appaiono dal lato etico, oltre che da 
quello medico-psicologico, privi di ogni valore essen- 
ziale contrattuale. 

Tre punti fondamentali 

Da quanto sopra nasce la necessità che medicina e 
sacerdozio e uomini di pensiero giuridico riesaminino 
largamente questo arduo problema delle condizioni 
fisiche e psichiche necessarie perchè chi si avvia al 
matrimonio sia giudicato maturo fisiologicamente e 
psicologicamente per questo passo. 

È necessario (1) che soprattutto siano, in base a 
questo riesame, rimesse sul tappeto le questioni se 
determinate condizioni d'ordine medico-psicologico 
non debbano aggiungersi a quelle già ammesse nelle 
leggi canoniche, come invalidanti un matrimonio 



(1) L'A. espone una sua opinione personale a titolo di studio, 
rimettendone il giudizio alla competente Autorità Ecclesiastica. 
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avvenuto: gravi alterazioni dell'equilibrio intellet- 
tuale e morale, come sono le distimie, Tepilcttoidi- 
smo, l'isteria grave, se documentate medicalmente 
come esistenti all'epoca del contratto matrimoniale, 
compromettenti gravemente la libertà del consenso 
e la coscienza delle finalità che il matrimonio si pro- 
pone, potrebbero forse essere ragioni d'annullamento 
del vincolo. E così pure gli stati d'infantilismo psi- 
chico e quelli di gravi anomalie sessuali e di imma- 
turità organica dei contraenti. 

Ma ciò che noi qui vogliamo fortemente affermare 
è che sia realizzata e propagandata al massimo tra i 
giovani e fra i genitori la necessità di preparare bio- 
logicamente e spiritualmente, con l'intima collabo- 
razione del medico e del sacerdote, i futuri coniugi; 
cosicché essi si presentino al contratto matrimoniale 
non solo con la piena coscienza di volere il matri- 
monio, ma con corpi, cuori e cervelli maturi e bene 
temprati, per compiere i doveri e raggiungere le fi- 
nalità che tale contratto importa. 

È, io credo, pacifico, l'ammettere che l'unione le- 
gittima tra i due sessi, com'è voluta dalla dottrina 
cattolica, non può rispondere soltanto al soddisfaci- 
mento di un bisogno fisiologico, cioè non può essere 
solo e principalmente il rimedio della concupiscenza 
e la salvaguardia della castità; non può neppure es- 
sere solo il mezzo naturale per ubbidire all'istinto 
della riproduzione della specie: perchè quest'istinto, 
nell'uomo, non è solo istinto animale incosciente, ma 
è nobilissimo bisogno e sentimento di continuità di 
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sé in nuove vite, è umano sentimento di paternità e 
di maternità. 

Oltre questi due motivi, che essenzialmente sono 
di natura biologica, un terzo ve n'è, che risponde a 
un bisogno essenzialmente spirituale della persona 
umana sessualmente differenziata: cioè il bisogno di 
completamento vitale dell'uno con l'altro sesso, per 
formare con l'altra metà una totalità di due vite, che 
isolatamente, mancherebbero di molte qualità dina- 
miche, fisiologiche, spirituali, di cui natura ha prov- 
veduto ciascun sesso. 

In una vita in comune invece, che riesca ad amal- 
gamare cuore e cervello dell'uomo e della donna, 
l'uno prende e dà all'altro, formando come da due 
metà della persona umana una persona umana su- 
periore. 

Eccoci così messi di fronte ai tre punti fondamen- 
tali, che, per noi, costituiscono come il tripode bio- 
logico-psicologico-etico, su cui deve poggiare un 
contratto matrimoniale veramente umano, cioè sot- 
tratto più che sia possibile alla preponderanza del- 
l'animalità, dell'egoismo biologico, ed impregnato 
più che sia possibile di spiritualità. 

Tale tripode deve essere costituito: 

1°) dalla necessità e capacità di soddisfare legit- 
timamente il bisogno sessuale; 

2°) dal sentimento procreativo come sentimento 
di paternità e di maternità; 
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3°) dal bisogno di completamento e comunione 
di vita dell'uomo con la donna. 

Vediamo di analizzare dettagliatamente il signifi- 
cato e l'importanza pratica che ha nel matrimonio e 
prima del matrimonio ciascuna di queste finalità, 
premettendo che se, idealmente, esse formano una 
vera catena a tre anelli, per cui la parola « amore » 
dovrebbe essere sempre scritta, per quanto riguarda 
l'unione legittima dei sessi, con tre « M », in pratica 
invece è possibile, ed avviene anche spesso che, o 
volontariamente, o involontariamente, l'una o l'altra 
delle tre finalità venga a mancare, o venga a prepon- 
derare; e noi vedremo le conseguenze di queste 
dissociazioni. 

Rimedio della concupiscenza 

Cominciando dalla prima (1) finalità, quella che, 
in linguaggio canonico va sotto il nome di rimedio 
della concupiscenza, cioè bisogno di legittimo sod- 
disfacimento dell'istinto erotico e di valvola di sicu- 
rezza alla castità, diremo che questo rimedio, pur- 
troppo, rappresenta, in un forte numero di casi, il 
movente principale, o per lo meno quello iniziale e 
determinante, con maggior peso e quasi sempre con 
una precipitata decisione, del passo matrimoniale. 



(1) « Prima », s'intende, non in ordine d'importanza, ma di 
tempo. 
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La castità, per i due sessi, e non soltanto nell'età 
giovane della vita, è umanamente da considerarsi 
come una virtù eroica: e, di eroi, si sa, senza l'aiuto 
di Dio, ve n'è solo qualcuno ogni tanto. Ed ecco 
che la giustizia e saggezza ed umanità della dot- 
trina di Cristo — lo sentiamo dalla bocca del ca- 
stissimo S. Paolo — consiglia di sposarsi, a chi non 
può completamente consacrare la purezza del pro- 
pio corpo a servizio di Dio, soffocando, con lotte, 
spesso aspre, la voce della carne. 

Senonchè questo rimedio della concupiscenza, 
questa cura della medesima col matrimonio, è un 
rimedio che purtroppo molte volte è peggiore del 
male, quando il bisogno di soddisfare la voce dei 
sensi, e l'attrazione sessuale puramente fisica tra due 
esseri di sesso diverso, viene ad assumere un posto 
dominante, diviene cioè la febbre o passione d'a- 
more; quando l'istinto erotico è dominato da ani- 
malismo e non frenato dalla ragione, né nobilitato 
e umanizzato dagli altri due motivi biologici-spi- 
rituali, di cui si è fatto cenno: quello della procrea- 
zione e quello del completamento di una persona 
nell'altra di sesso opposto. 

Basti qui ricordare quanto sia comune lo spo- 
sarsi, diciamo così, con gli occhi bendati, con l'ac- 
cecamento indotto dalla irrazionale e incontrollata 
attrazione fisica verso l'essere amato. Ed il pubblico 
parla con disinvoltura e compiacimento di due gio- 
vani che si sposano « pazzi l'uno per l'altro », presi, 
come si dice, perdutamente l'uno dell'altro, colpiti 
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come da un colpo di fulmine — specie di radia- 
zione biologica misteriosa* emanante dall'essere ca- 
pace d'infiammare di se, radiazione che si chiama 
fascino. Non occorre spendere molte parole per di- 
mostrare che questo stato di esaltazione sentimen- 
tale amorosa, che può arrivare all'estasi, colpisce so- 
prattutto in quelle due età della vita, in cui si ve- 
rificano squilibrii neuro-endocrini, come sono la 
crisi della pubertà e quella dell'età climaterica. Esso 
veramente per quanto possa rivestirsi dei colori più 
belli dell'iride dell'amore, per quanto sia stato can- 
tato dai più bei versi dei poeti, è sempre uno stajto 
fisiologico-psicologico in cui la sfera razionale, del- 
l'autocoscienza e della volontà libera è sottoposta 
alla tirannia della sfera irrazionale, istintiva-senti- 
mentale, intimamente collegata con la sfera nervosa 
vegetativa; e che alcune volte è turbata in modo 
tale, che il turbamento si esprime con profonde 
modificazioni organiche, nervose ed umorali. Oggi 
la neuro-endocrinologia spiega bene come le im- 
pressioni esterne, di natura erotica, e il così detto 
fascino d'amore agiscono ora per via dei nervi sen- 
soriali (della vista soprattutto), ora forse per vie 
ignote extrasensoriali e di natura metafisiologica 
e metapsichica, influenzando sia le regioni cerebrali 
connesse con le percezioni, le rappresentazioni e i 
riflessi di natura erotica, sia in via nervosa riflessa, 
le secrezioni di alcuni ormoni, principalmente degli 
ormoni della glandola ipofisi, che com'è noto, hanno 
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ìa proprietà di aumentare, per la vìa del sangue, la 
secrezione degli ormoni erotizzanti (estrogeni e an- 
drogeni) delle glandole sessuali femminili e maschili. 

E così l'individuo può venir caricato, per le im- 
pressioni esterne di natura sessuale, di tali ormoni 
erotizzanti, e l'accumulo nel sangue di essi è ciò che 
crea quella che giustamente è stata denominata la 
malattia o febbre d'amore. 

I riflessi nervosi-endocrini di natura amorosa sono 
poi regolati dalle leggi dei riflessi condizionati del 
Pavlov (1) e così essi si verificano più o meno facil- 
mente a seconda delle predisposizioni, del tempera- 
mento neuro-ormonale dei vari soggetti. Comunque, 
è evidente che non si può affidare la soluzione di un 
problema grave, come quello del consenso al matri- 
monio, e dei doveri matrimoniali, solo o prevalen- 
temente ad un giuoco di riflessi fisiologici essenzial- 
mente animali, e che facilmente superano i limiti 
della normalità, quando non siano sufficientemente 
inibiti e controllati e incanalati correttamente dalla 
sfera razionale. 



(1) Questi riflessi condizionati scoperti dal fisiologo russo 
Pavlov, sono reazioni riflesse che la corteccia del nostro cer- 
vello presenta a stimoli che si accompagnano ripetutamente 
ai veri stimoli naturali od assoluti dei riflessi innati e speci- 
fici, presenti già aUa nascita nell'animale e nell'uomo. Mercè 
questi stimoli condizionati o indifferenti si viene a costituire 
nei continui adattamenti dell'uomo all'ambiente una serie di 
reazioni, su cui oggi si fonda la dottrina reflessologica del 
comportamento umano, dell'educazione, della formazione del 
carattere. Ma questa reflessologia, se esclude il principio su- 
periore spirituale (inteUetto - volontà - libertà) non oltre- 
passa l'angusta limitatezza di una concezione materialistica. 
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Come tutti i riflessi ripetuti, essi possono poi, a un 
certo momento, facilmente attutirsi per assuefazione, 
cioè per fenomeno di sazietà dell'istinto, ed è allora 
che l'amore fisico, non razionalizzato, ha bisogno, 
per riaccendersi, di nuovi e diversi eccitamenti pro- 
vocatori, i quali tanto spesso si cercano fuori delle 
mura domestiche! 

Ecco dunque quale fragile fondamento di un con- 
tratto matrimoniale, di un'unione legittima indis- 
solubile dei due sessi sia l'attrazione e simpatia pu- 
ramente fisica fra due esseri; simpatia che è di re- 
gola altrettanto facile à dileguarsi, proprio come un. 
bel sogno, quanto facile è a prendere e ad incate- 
nare sensi e cuore. 

Giacché non è detto che il fascino amoroso sia 
solo sostenuto dal bisogno fisico sessuale, dal deside- 
rio del possesso: anche il cuore, anche la sfera emo- 
tiva, la sfera del sentimento (e ciò soprattutto nella 
donna), è polarizzata, per così dire, verso l'essere 
amato, senza che la ragione possa comprendere le 
ragioni del cuore, come Pascal si esprimerebbe. 

Con l'istinto erotico, e come sublimazione del me- 
desimo, si associa volentieri l'esaltazione del senti- 
mento estetico, per cui tutto appare bello nel corpo 
dell'altro, anche quando se ne ignorino i valori mo- 
rali e intellettuali. Le dottrine psico-analitiche pos- 
son dar conto delle molteplici forme di travisamento 
o evasione, che assume nell'uomo il desiderio amo- 
roso istintivo, soprattutto quando incontra ostacoli 
nella sua realizzazione. 
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Soltanto quando la simpatia fisica e l'attrazione 
amorosa tra i due, che devono stringersi in una sola 
vita, è soccorsa fortemente dalla piena coscienza delle 
due altre finalità dell'unione sessuale legittima, pltre 
al così detto rimedio della concupiscenza, questo 
perde il suo carattere animale e di riflesso condizio- 
nato, ed acquista il valore di mezzo necessario, ma 
non di fine, per la stabilità e validità e felicità ma- 
trimoniale. 

Sentimento della procreazione 

Ed esso è innanzi tutto sublimizzato, nobilitato, 
guidato dal sentimento della procreazione, dal sen- 
timento di paternità e di maternità, sentimento che, 
nell'uomo, trascende le esigenze sessuali biologiche 
della specie; perchè è bisogno innato della persona 
umana di continuarsi, di propagarsi in nuove vite, 
di trasmettere il proprio patrimonio biologico spi- 
rituale ed economico a creature fatte da se stesso, 
e che, alla loro volta, a dispetto del tempo che tutto 
fa morire, si continueranno in illimitata successione 
di generazioni. 

Così questo senso procreatore, che è come un bi- 
sogno dell'eterno, bisogno di immortalità della pro- 
pria persona sulla terra, sulla quale si è lavorato, 
lottato, sofferto, per donare poi ai nostri figli tutti 
noi stessi, unisce questo sentimento di paternità e di 
maternità a quel senso del divino, a quella fede nel- 
l'eterno Padre Celeste, che come Dia d'amore, ha 
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voluto anch' egli prima di ogni creazione, essere Va* 
are e generare dall'eternità un Figlio in cui espan- 
dere il suo infinito amore, ed ha voluto dargli, nei 
tempo, una Vergine Madre terrena. 

Così il sentimento umano di continuità della pro- 
pria persona nella famiglia, mediante la generazio- 
ne, eleva ed unisce il culto della famiglia al culto 
di Dio. 

Questo sentimento di paternità e di maternità è 
il più disinteressato e altruistico e potente degli amori 
terreni, di cui è capace il cuore umano. E così il fine 
procreativo viene ad essere per l'uomo e per la don- 
na, spiritualmente ben costituiti, il motivo centrale 
del matrimonio. E quando, per ragioni di anomalie 
o di malattie, che esamineremo più innanzi, la pro- 
creazione non è possibile, il fatto crea gravi infeli- 
cità e disagi morali nella vita coniugale. Si sa come 
la donna ebrea antica considerava la sterilità come 
un obbrobrio, e pregava intensamente Dio di liberarla 
da tale vergogna, che la rendeva sommamente infe- 
lice ed umiliata di fronte alle altre spose feconde ed 
al proprio marito. E la Chiesa cattolica dà tanta im- 
portanza alla finalità procreativa nel matrimonio, che 
dichiara inesistente il vincolo già contratto se risulta 
che i due coniugi, al momento di unirsi, hanno di- 
chiarato di non voler figli: mettendo così questa 
«conditio sine qua non» alla radice del consenso; 
ed il sacerdote è severissimo nel non assolvere chi 
persiste ad usare, nella vita matrimoniale, mezzi che 
impediscano illecitamente la procreazione. 
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E tuttavia proprio per assicurare la finalità pro- 
creatrice sarebbe utile il maggiore possibile con- 
trollo medico pre-matrimoniale, tendente ad accer- 
tare la maturità ed attitudine riproduttiva dei fu- 
turi coniugi. Molti sono ancora i casi che, a ma- 
trimonio avvenuto, si riconoscono come casi di as- 
soluta e perpetua inettitudine e incapacità alla pro- 
creazione, ora per anomalie funzionali, ora, ed in 
forma più insanabile, per anomalie di sviluppo gravi 
dell'apparato riproduttivo nell'uomo come nella 
donna. 

Queste ultime, consistenti in gravi ed irreparabili 
arresti di sviluppo o delle glandole germinali o de- 
gli organi ausiliari della riproduzione, alcune volte, 
per mancanza di un controllo medico prematrimo- 
niale, o per incoscienza dei genitori o dei futuri sposi, 
conducono al matrimonio esseri che non possono 
dirsi veramente uomo o veramente donna, mancan- 
do dell'attributo fondamentale del sesso, cioè lo svi- 
luppo sufficiente dell'apparato riproduttivo necessa- 
rio per la sua funzione. 

È evidente che in questi casi la legge civile e reli- 
giosa, dopo coscienzioso esame medico, deve poter 
dichiarare invalido un matrimonio, se questo ha 
unito un mezzo uomo o una mezza donna all'altro 
sesso. Ma non sempre la legislazione sotto questo 
punto di vista è certa e precisa. Non che la sterilità 
dell'uomo o dell'altro coniuge, anche portata da anni, 
debba essere senz'altro considerata causa di nullità 
del matrimonio: ma solo quei casi di sterilità, in cui, 
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insieme con anomalie congenite gravi e insanabili di 
sviluppo dell'apparato riproduttivo, risulti una ef- 
fettiva impotentia coéundi; anche se resta la possi- 
bilità di una, sia pur incompleta unione dei sessi 

Eccoci ora al terzo fondamento, essenzialmente 
morale e spirituale, del matrimonio, al quale biso- 
gna educare i giovani, perchè esso rappresenta, in 
molti casi, la finalità più insostituibile, ed è come 
l'ultima difesa, l'ultima trincea, per la solidità del 
vincolo coniugale, quando sono venuti meno gli altri 
due fini, quello del soddisfacimento dell'istinto ero- 
tico e quello della procreazione. 

Bisogno di completamento 

Tale terza finalità è quella che possiamo designare 
come bisogno di completamento continuo del te in 
me, del me in te; bisogno di comunione di vita con 
l'essere amato, anche se l'amore è divenuto un'ami- 
cizia amorosa od un amore puramente spirituale; 
bisogno di completamento, per cui veramente si tro- 
va nell'altro la metà di tutto il nostro essere, e si 
sente di doversi donare all'altro, anche a costo di ri- 
nunzie e sacrifici continui del proprio egoismo, per- 
chè solo la perfetta comunione di vita, la collabo- 
razione nel lavoro, la fusione di caratteri e d'intel- 
ligenze, sentiamo che determinano come una unità 
pitale superiore, una persona più forte, piti completa, 
pia produttiva e pia felice. 

È la natura stessa, che con la differenziazione ses- 
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suale somatica e psichica non del tutto completa ed 
assoluta, tra l'uomo e la donna, indica che solo la 
coppia umana può dare un modello d'umanità per- 
fetta e completai solo la fusione della bellezza 
maschile e femminile (così come hanno compreso o 
meglio intuito alcuni geni artistici, quali un Leo- 
nardo), e solo l'amalgama di un'anima maschile con 
un'anima femminile, del cuore tenero emotivo e in- 
tuitivo ed essenzialmente materno, cioè altruistico, 
della donna, col cuore forte, tenace, combattivo, più 
dominato dall'egoismo, dell'uomo, può dare il me- 
glio della sfera emotivo-sentimentale umana. E solo 
la unione della potenza di creazione del pensiero 
astratto dell'uomo, con la potenza prevalentemente 
subconscia e divinatrice, più pratica, più realistica, 
dell'intelletto femminile, può dare il massimo ren- 
dimento del cervello umano. 

E le moderne ricerche di endocrinologia sessuale 
hanno dimostrato che, per una necessità naturale fi- 
siologica, esiste sempre, in ogni uomo ed in ogni 
donna, accanto ad una prevalente quantità di or- 
moni del proprio sesso, una certa quantità di ormoni 
dell'altro sesso. Così, secondo le ricerche della mia 
scuola, l'uomo ha 5/6 d'ormoni maschili e 1/6 d'or- 
moni femminili; la donna ha 2/3 d'ormoni femmi- 
nili e 1/3 di ormoni maschili. Cioè la donna è più 
ricca d'ormoni eterosessuali (quasi del doppio) ri- 
spetto all'uomo; come se avesse più dell'uomo biso- 
gno d'ormoni capaci di stimolare in lei caratteristi- 
che maschili. 
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Ciò spiega però anche perchè tanto più spesso 
dell'uomo la donna può parzialmente mascoliniz- 
zarsi nel corpo e nella psiche: fatto questo di gran- 
de importanza per la vita pratica, per la vita ses- 
suale, per la psicologia individuale, per la filosofia 
della persona umana. 

Ma noi vediamo, in questo duplice ormonismo 
sessuale fisiologico di ciascun sesso, come un'indi- 
cazione della natura: che è necessario cioè per un 
equilibrato dinamismo maschile, una certa dose di 
qualità femminili, ed è necessaria alla donna una 
buona dose di qualità maschili per la sua massima 
vitalità ed il suo dinamismo fisico psichico, e soprat- 
tutto, possiamo aggiungere, per le esigenze della 
maternità. 

Io non posso qui estendermi su questo interessan- 
tissimo problema. Ma affermo che con l'unione ma- 
trimoniale, l'uomo e la donna devono mirare a com- 
pletarsi, sommando e fondendo armonicamente le 
rispettive differenziali qualità fisiche, morali e in- 
tellettuali. Si sa che il lavoro, come lo sviluppo no- 
tevole dei muscoli, è qualità maschile, ed è un non 
senso pericoloso l'atletismo femminile; mentre 
il lavoro delle piccole mani, il lavoro di preci- 
sione, abilità, destrezza è caratteristica essenzialmente 
femminile. Si sa che nella donna prevale la ragione 
calda e tenera del cuore, e l'intuizione divinatrice ed 
il senso pratico; nell'uomo la ragione fredda ed il 
pensiero creatore, artistico, scientifico e metafisico. 
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Felice quel matrimonio in cui queste naturali qualità 
dei due sessi si fondono in un'armonia di vita cor- 
porea, morale, intellettuale. È questo veramente, di 
tutti, il matrimonio pia umano, il più spiritualiz- 
zato, il pia lontano dall'egoismo biologico. 

Ma si badi bene: bisogno e felicità di completa- 
mento di un sesso, con l'altro non vuol dire che la 
scelta del futuro coniuge debba cadere preferibil- 
mente su di un essere con caratteristiche fisiologiche, 
morali, intellettuali opposte od antitetiche, debba cioè 
preferire i contrari ed i contrasti, nel corpo come 
nell'anima. Questo sarebbe gravissimo errore, credere 
cioè che l'unione più naturale, dal lato del comple- 
tamento matrimoniale, dovrebbe esser quella di unire 
un soggetto basso con uno alto, o uno magro con 
uno grasso, un corpo astenico con un corpo atletico, 
un egoista con un altruista, un calmo con un irasci- 
bile, un sognatore con un realista, un cervello con- 
creto con un metafisico. 

Anche per il matrimonio vale il principio: simi- 
lia similibus, ma limitatamente alle qualità caratte- 
rologiche somatiche, morali, intellettuali normali, 
buone o eccellenti, non già alle qualità difettose e che 
escono dai confini delle normali variazioni biotipo- 
logiche umane, per entrare nel campo delle anoma- 
lie morbose o quasi morbose. 

Come possono vivere di una stessa vita vegetativa 
un magro ed un grasso, un astenico ed un iperste- 
nico? Come della stéssa vita morale un egoista ed 
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un altruista? Come andar d'accordo un tipo con- 
creto realistico con un tipo mentale fantastico o con 
un tipo metafisico? 

Principi dell' ortogenesi 

Noi dobbiamo ora toccare, in forma di appendice 
a quanto abbiamo riferito circa le condizioni prepa- 
ratorie biologiche, psicologiche, mediche, morali dei 
futuri coniugi, i principi della così detta scienza del- 
1 ortogenesi, nome da me dato ad una scienza che si 
propone lo studio dei fenomeni normali e patologici 
della crescenza degli individui, dall'epoca del con- 
cepimento fino al completo sviluppo organico-psichi- 
co, allo scopo di ottenere una normale costruzione 
della fabbrica dell'uomo nel suo divenire. 

Questa scienza, a cui giustamente è stato consa- 
crata in Italia una cattedra tenuta da un mio allievo, 
è la scienza base di tutta la moderna medicina che 
deve essere preventiva e costituzionalistica, cioè la 
medicina della persona, la medicina dei sani, rico-. 
nosciuti e curati durante il loro sviluppo, allo scopo 
di combattere in tempo le predisposizioni morbose, 
organiche ed ereditarie, congenite od acquisite du- 
rante il periodo formativo. 

Un'esperienza ormai trentennale mi dimostra che 
non c'è quasi famiglia, in cui uno o più figliuoli non 
abbiano bisogno di un esame, di un controllo e di 
una azione riparatrice da parte del medico ortoge- 
nista. E ciò indipendentemente dal grandissimo nu- 
mero di veri anormali dello sviluppo fisico e mentale, 
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che, secondo la mìa esperienza, è quasi triplicato 
dopo l'ultima folle guerra (vero tragico esempio di 
follìa collettiva, non ancora del tutto superato), che 
ha colpito le nuove generazioni, attraverso i danni 
inferri all'organismo dei generanti. 

Innumerevoli sono i casi di bambini che nascono 
e crescono con gravi ritardi di sviluppo sessuale, di 
sviluppo della statura, di sviluppo del linguaggio, di 
sviluppo dell'intelligenza; o con gravi anomalie del 
ricambio, come obesità e magrezza patologiche, o 
gravi anomalie nervose, come l'epilessia, le neurosi 
e le psiconeurosi in genere, la spasmofilia; o con ano- 
malie morali, per cui è stato dato da ogni parte il 
grido d'allarme; ed infine con disposizioni evidenti 
a malattie mentali, soprattutto alla schizofrenia. 

Ora le cause di questo bagaglio morboso, essen- 
zialmente congenito, devono ricercarsi nelle condi- 
zioni incongrue, abnormi, assolutamente anti igieni- 
che, in cui avviene la generazione da parte dei ge- 
neratori. Ecco la necessità che i coniugi sentano 
sempre più la responsabilità del generare: la neces- 
sità che prima e dopo il matrimonio lo stato di sa- 
lute dei responsabili della generazione sia accurata- 
mente sorvegliato dal medico: e così lo stato della 
donna gestante, soprattutto nel primo mese o nel 
primo bimestre della gestazione, che è quello abi- 
tualmente più trascurato e talvolta illecitamente il 
più disturbato, mentre è proprio in questo primo e 
secondo mese che si sviluppano nell'embrione gli 
abbozzi degli organi più importanti — il cervello, il 
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cuore le ghiandole genitali ed endocrine in genere 
— e l'utero materno, attraverso il nido placentare, 
deve nutrire l'embrione, su cui possono, attraverso 
l'utero, agire tutte le dannose influenze tossiche, ner- 
vose, infettive che colpiscono l'organismo della ma- 
dre. Noi proponiamo dunque che ogni donna ge- 
stante, dal primo momento che sa di essere incinta, 
si sottoponga a cure preventive per sé e per il pro- 
dotto del concepimento; tali cure sono iniezioni quo- 
tidiane di progesterone e di vitamine A ed E, ali- 
mentazione non tossica, priva di alcoolici, normale 
ritmo del sonno e della veglia, evitando ogni abuso 
di vita, fumo, abusi sessuali, strapazzi fisici e morali. 
La genetica biologica, la scienza dell'eredità nor- 
male e patologica accumula, ogni giorno più, fatti 
per cui si ammette che le anomalie ereditarie e le 
malattie ereditarie, di origine preconcezionale, in 
genere, sono da considerarsi come effetti di azioni 
nocive di agenti esterni sui gcnidì o particelle del 
nucleo destinate come veicoli ereditari delle cellule 
germinali del padre e della madre: cioè sono mu- 
tazioni. 

Queste azioni geno-alteratrici possono essere do- 
vute a malattie (per esempio infezioni, malattie en- 
docrine e nervose), abitudini viziose (per esempio 
intossicazione alcoolica, tabagica, saturnismo cro- 
nico), di uno o di tutti e due i genitori, che alte- 
rando i geni — veicoli dei caratteri ereditari — crea- 
no disposizioni allo sviluppo di anomalie e di ma- 
lattie nel feto. Queste saranno poi realizzate, ad una 
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certa epoca post-concezionale o post-natale, sotto l'in- 
fluenza soprattutto di condizioni ambientali favo- 
renti tale realizzazione di disposizioni abnormi fetali. 

Tra queste condizioni ambientali sfavorevoli, che 
facilitano l'azione dei geni difettosi, l'attuazione delle 
disposizioni morbose geniche, io penso, come ho ac- 
cennato, di annoverare le influenze dannose che agi- 
scono sull'utero materno nei primissimi mesi dopo 
il concepimento. Così, per esempio io mi spiego una 
delle più gravi anomalie di sviluppo fisico e men- 
tale, assai poco suscettibile di miglioramento, e che 
oggi è divenuta purtroppo, secondo la mia esperien- 
za, assai più frequente che prima della guerra: il 
così detto mongolismo o idiozia mongoloide. 

Questa è una vera anomalia di tipo, con effetto re- 
gressivo o degenerativo, del tipo della specie uma- 
na. In una buona percentuale di casi, si vede na- 
scere un bambino con questo mongolismo, jn cui si 
verifica arresto di sviluppo cerebrale, spesso anche 
arresto di sviluppo genitale e cardiaco, quando la 
madre è stata molti anni senza generare, come è 
avvenuto in molte donne a causa della guerra, pur 
avendo essa avuto prima una serie di figli sani; più 
raramente quando l'utero materno, prima della ge- 
stazione del bambino anormale, era stato colpito da 
malattie, che avevano alterato la capacità, così im- 
portante nel primo mese di vita embrionale, della 
mucosa uterina gravidica (epitelio coriale dotato di 
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secrezione interna) di provvedere al trofismo ed al 
normale sviluppo dell'embrione. 

È pure necessario ch'io ricordi qui, per farne am- 
monimento ai genitori, quanto può influire sulla in- 
tegrità costituzionale dei nascituri uno stato abnor- 
me grave del ricambio dei generatori stessi, per esem- 
pio una grave obesità del padre o della madre od 
una esagerata statura quasi gigantesca del padre o 
della madre. 

Per quel fenomeno che io ho chiamato eredità peg- 
giorativa, una tale obesità, od una esagerata statura, che 
sono apparentemente una semplice variazione morfo- 
logica del corpo e compatibile nel padre o nella madre 
con una sufficiente salute, nel figlio o nei figli invece 
si aggravano fino al grado di una obesità o di un gi- 
gantismo infantile patologici accompagnati a grave 
arresto di sviluppo genitale: così in quella sindrone 
da me individualizzata e descritta come sindrone 
ipertimica costituzionale dei fanciulli e adolescenti, 
dovuta a congenita iperfunzione della glandola timo, 
si tratta di fanciulli nati per lo più da padre o ma- 
dre di esagerata corpulenza o statura, fanciulli il 
cui grave arresto di sviluppo genitale si unisce a 
grande sviluppo della massa corporea, per cui a quin- 
dici venti anni sembrano dei grossi bamHnoni quasi 
asessuati. Essi diverrebbero esseri infelici e infecondi, 
se la moderna terapia ortogenetica, con tutte le ri- 
sorse dell'endocrinoterapia medica e chirurgica, non 
fosse in grado di curarli e correggerli fino alla nor- 
malizzazione. 
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E così avviene fortunatamente per un grande nu- 
mero di altri anormali ereditari, che lasciati a sé, 
come avveniva fino a pochi anni fa, sarebbero de- 
stinati a restare esseri più o meno invalidi, privi di 
resistenza fisica e di equilibrio psichico, privi spesso 
o poveri di quella ragione e volontà libera, che di- 
stinguono l'uomo dalla bestia, esseri rappresentanti 
un vero peso morto nel bilancio biologico ed econo- 
mico delle famiglie e delle nazioni. 
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* LA BIOPEDAGOGIA SESSUALE 

E LA PREPARAZIONE DEI GIOVANI 
AL MATRIMONIO 



Conclusioni 

La preparazione dei futuri coniugi é la seconda 
tappa di quella che possiamo chiamare la biopeda- 
gogia sessuale: la prima tappa è la così detta edu± 
i azione sessuale. Questa per essefe veramente un 
fatto educativo, cioè d'ordine morale, deve precisa- 
mente mirare alla finalità procreativa, e cioè pre- 
parare i giovani fisicamente e moralmente al matri- 
monio. 

Il problema del disciplinamento dell'istinto ses- 
suale, fin dal suo nascere che è assai precoce,- e del 
convogliamento ideale o sublimazione, come dìcesi, 
di esso verso la finalità procreativa e quindi matri- 
moniale, è divenuto oggi problema quanto mai 
complesso e difficile ad essere risoluto razionalmen- 
te. E le ragioni devono essere ricercate in quella che 
possiamo definire la nuova barbarie della moderna 
civiltà t civiltà istintiva ed irrazionale più di quella 
dei così detti popoli selvaggi: ed altre ragioni de- 
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vono essere ricercate nella organizzazione classistica 
ed economicamente iniqua della nostra società, per 
cui riesce tanto difficile a gran parte dei giovani il 
potere edificare un focolare familiare non solo fisio- 
logicamente, ma moralmente ed economicamente 
saldo e produttivo. 

Così il problema sessuale è oggi più che mai al- 
l'ordine del giorno. 

E vi sono paesi, come alcuni d'oltre oceano, in 
cui il meccanicismo vitale e la volontà esagerata di 
potenza, d'autoformazione, d'autonomia della per- 
sona, che non ammettono spiritualizzazione d'istin- 
ti, fanno sì che la vita del sesso ondeggi tra la faci- 
loneria del matrimonio con la facile scappatoia del 
divorzio, e la enorme e dilagante tendenza ai per- 
vertimenti omosessuali 

Basta scorrere la recente statistica di Kinsey (1948), 
per constatare, che in certe nazioni d'oltre oceano, 
il numero degli omosessuali adulti si aggira intorno 
al 30% della popolazione maschile, di cui almeno 
il 18% invertiti veri costituzionali, non occasionali, 
e cioè incurabili: cifra che in certe nazioni nor- 
diche d'Europa scende al 5%, e fortunatamente nei 
paesi mediterranei all'l% o poco più. 

Questi fatti sono ormai considerati da molti con 
tanta leggerezza e disinvoltura, che un celebre scrit- 
tore, il quale ostentava un tale pervertimento anche 
nei suoi scritti imbevuti di sessualità patologica, ha 
potuto ricevere perfino il premio Nobel; sono fatti 
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che dimostrano quanto urgente sìa oggi l'indagine 
psicologica dei giovani candidati al matrimonio, così 
dal lato dello sviluppo della sessualità fisiologica 
come di quella psicologica. Le due, sia detto subito, 
non vanno sempre d'accordo: potendo la sessua- 
lità fìsica essere normale, la psichica anormale. 

Così pure è bene che la donna, che si accinge al 
matrimonio spesso con la benda del fascino maschile 
sugli occhi, sappia che non sempre un uomo, ben 
costruito dal lato dei caratteri virili morfologici ed 
anche bello di bellezza apollinea, è anche normale 
dal lato dei caratteri funzionali: non sempre è anche 
normale dal lato della psico-sessualità. 

Ecco perchè la preparazione matrimoniale deve 
cominciare proprio dall'indagine — che è compito 
del medico-psicologo — e dall'accertamento della 
normalità e maturità sessuale fisica e psichica del 
futuro coniuge. 

La legislazione matrimoniale, che pure impone 
ai due coniugi, — specialmente nei nostri paesi dove 
non è ammesso il divorzio — obblighi assai gravosi 
e per tutta ima vita, obblighi che tanto impegnano 
il senso di libertà e la responsabilità morale della 
persona umana, tuttavia si disinteressa quasi com- 
pletamente di questa maturità corporea-psicologica 
al matrimonio. 

Eppure questa è conditio sine qua non di una 
vera consapevolezza e di un consenso veramente 
libero e completo da parte di chi stringe il vincolo 
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matrimoniale, nonché della capacità di compiere 
normalmente quella unione di corpi che è ordinata 
alla finalità procreatrice. 

Già il limite d'età fissato dalla legge civile e ca- 
nonica per adire il matrimonio è così basso, che 
esso è in contrasto con la fisiologia ed ancora più 
con la psicologia dello sviluppo sessuale. Ci si può 
sposare legalmente ad ima età in cui appena co- 
mincia la crisi puberale, e cioè non quando la pu- 
bertà è completata, il che avviene verso i sedici anni 
per la donna, i diciotto-diciannove per l'uomo. 

Si aggiunga che per gli Autori più competenti, 
come il Godin, dopo la pubertà segue un periodo 
ch'egli chiama internubilopubertario, cioè una fase 
di completamento e di perfezionamento, e di vera 
maturità sessuale, che sta tra la fine della pubertà 
e l'età nubilare, che è comunemente di ventun anni 
per la donna, ventitré e mezzo per l'uomo. 

Questa è Yetà minima scientificamente consiglia- 
bile per il matrimonio, come età di maturazione 
sessuale fisiologica. Il grande Aristotile ammetteva 
che essa fosse di trentasette anni per l'uomo, di di- 
ciotto per la donna. 

Che cosa possono comprendere ragazzi di quindi- 
ci, sedici, diciassette anni degli obblighi, soprattutto 
morali, che impone una unione di due persone libere 
di sesso diverso, per tutta ima vita? 

Ogni giovane che si prepari al matrimonio ha 
dunque il dovere di farsi dire da un medico se il 
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suo apparato riproduttivo è maturo o non per il gran- 
de passo: si sa quanto è frequente, soprattutto nella 
donna, l'infantilismo di tale apparato, che non di 
rado noi medici vediamo associato anche a bellezza 
di forme femminili, e perfino ad alcuni caratteri 
femminili più appariscenti. 

E poi il giovane deve sottoporsi ad un accurato 
esame psicologico, perchè egli sappia se il suo tem- 
peramento, il suo carattere, la sua sfera cosciente e 
subconscia non presentino eventualmente anomalie 
che possono compromettere gravemente una vita a 
due di corpo e di anima (prescindendo dalla salute 
degli esseri che potranno venire generati). E le ano- 
malie .neuropsichiche capaci di compromettere la 
saldezza e la sanità del matrimonio non riguardano 
solo la normalità o anormalità dell'istinto sessuale. 
Enorme importanza ha pure la normalità o anor- 
malità di quei sentimenti d'egoismo che affiorano 
ogni giorno nella vita dei coniugi: tutti sanno quan- 
to demolitore delle unioni sia l'egoismo, così quello 
della carne, o egoismo di una animalità prepotente, 
come l'egoismo che si rivela con eccessiva volontà 
di potenza dell'uno sull'altro coniuge. 

E poiché il vincolo matrimoniale è di quelli che, 
per legge, impongono un diritto perpetuo ed esclusi- 
vo di proprietà, di possesso, di godimento, sul corpo 
del coniuge, in ordine all'unione sessuale, anche se 
tale debito è reciproco/ e di più impone sottomis- 
sione della donna all'uomo, ecco che di froate a 
questi due obblighi solo una dose generosa d'al- 
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truismo e di spiritualità può salvare l'amore coniu- 
gale dal naufragio. Ciò è possibile quando X amore- 
debito, l'amore obbligo o servitù amorosa, diviene, 
sublimizzato e convcrtito, amore-dono volontario. 
Il matrimonio non può essere solamente, secondo 
la legge freddamente intesa, un atto di libero con- 
senso che si risolva in un quasi annullamento della 
libertà individuale, per la stipulazione di un patto, 
sancito giuridicamente e religiosamente, col quale 
si acconsente a dare diritto di possesso del proprio 
corpo all'altro coniuge; diritto di possesso esclusivo 
e, per la Chiesa cattolica, perpetuo, oltre all'obbligo 
di sottomissione della donna all'uomo. (Deditio iu- 
ris in corpus perpetui et cxclusivi; ma fino a qual 
limite il marito è padrone della moglie e viceversa, 
e fino a qual limite la moglie deve essere sotto- 
messa al marito?). 

Il corpo di ciascun coniuge non può mai essere 
considerato esclusivamente come un mezzo di ap- 
pagamento dell'appetito sessuale, come cosa da usa- 
re a capriccio e per proprio comodo. Il coniuge 
resta sempre una persona umana che ha un cuore 
ed una intelligenza ed una volontà. Ora il ius in 
corpus della legge non può e non deve divenire 
ius in personam: la persona non può abdicare alla 
propria libertà spirituale ricevuta dal Creatore. 

Conciliare, lo ricordino i giovani che si prepa- 
rano al matrimonio, i diritti del corpo con i doveri 
e la dignità dell'anima e con la libertà della persona 
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umana; prepararsi a questa concezione del matri- 
monio, vuol dire prepararsi a fondarlo sull'amore 
altruistico, che rende felici donando: perchè il vero 
amore è come la fede, non ammette né obblighi né 
dubbi, é fatto più di doveri e di offerte e di rinun- 
zie, che di diritti, di esigenze, di volontà di potenza. 
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Noi possiamo ora, in forma di conclusione, rac- 
cogliere in una specie di decalogo i principi fonda- 
mentali, che abbiamo brevemente illustrati, nei ri- 
guardi delle basi biologiche, psicologiche, morali, ne- 
cessarie per fondare un matrimonio felice e giuridir 
camente valido, capace di far sorgere una famiglia 
fisicamente e moralmente sana. 

1 

Non vi sposate senz'avere una maturità fisiologica 
e psicologica per il matrimonio. Assicuratevi tale for- 
mazione regolare con l'aiuto intelligente e affettuoso 
dei genitori, del sacerdote e del medico. 



Non sposatevi solo per una simpatia fisica, per 
un'attrazione e per un amore puramente sensuale, 
anche se credete che sia preso il vostro cuore. Un 
tale amore può presto o tardi finire. 
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Cercate di conoscere voi stessi, e chi vi sarà com- 
pagno nella vita; soprattutto dal lato della comple- 
tezza di virilità e di femminilità. 



Cercate in chi vi sarà compagno se vi sia la possi- 
bilità di formare con voi un amalgama morale, con 
l'esclusione di fondamentali ed incompatibili diffe- 
renze di caratteri e di gusti. Cercate in chi vi sarà 
compagno la capacità di quell'altruismo che importa 
la dedizione e la rinuncia ai propri fini egoistici. 



Sposatevi con l'ideale di continuarvi in altre crea- 
ture, col sentimento sublime della paternità e della 
maternità. 



Sposatevi con l'ideale di lavorare entrambi armo- 
nicamente nella costruzione e nel mantenimento 
della famiglia, ognuno nei limiti e nei campi impo- 
sti dalle proprie attitudini fisiche ed intellettuali. Che 
un coniuge non viva mai come parassita dell'altro. 



Intendete razionalmente e cristianamente la così 
detta parità dei sessi. Le qualità corporee e psichiche 
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sono indubbiamente diverse, e tali da farci accettare 
senz'altro il monito di S. Paolo, secondo il quale la 
donna deve unirsi all'uomo come un corpo alla testa. 
L'uno non può fare a meno dell'altra; l'uno deve 
ricordare e rispettare i diritti dell'altra. 

8 

Preoccupatevi delle creature che possono nascere 
da voi, in modo che queste, il più che e possibile e 
per quanto da voi dipende, possano nascere fisiolo- 
gicamente e psicologicamente sane. Ciò richiede una 
vigilanza ortogenetica prematrimoniale e postmatri- 
moniale. 



Ricordate sempre che l'amore, che deve e può 
mantenere indissolubile praticamente l'unione fra i 
coniugi, è una parola sacra: è una triplice intesa di 
corpi, di cuori e di mentì. È una simpatia fisica e 
morale; è una stima reciproca ed una sintonia in- 
tellettuale. È bisogno sessuale, bisogno di espansione 
o di continuazione in nuove vite, bisogno di com- 
pletamento reciproco di vita dell'uno nell'altro. Se 
i primi due motivi venissero meno, dovete trovare 
in questo terzo motivo l'ultima e più sicura difesa 
contro ogni pericolo di dissoluzione. 

10 

Ricordate che, in ogni caso, i futuri coniugi, op- 
pure la famiglia già costituita, devono essere sempre 
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illuminati dalla luce di saggezza e di amore della 
dottrina di Cristo. La pratica di questa dottrina porta 
all'umiltà, alla rinuncia ed al dono di sé: porta in 
una parola a quell'altruismo amoroso cristiano, che 
rende felice il singolo e felici e prospere le famiglie 
e le nazioni. 
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THE RIGHT PATH. 



jw^mì ^r ^rt: ^r tp*t: n 

What is the path leading . to trae spiritual 
religion ? The above sloka, or verse, telte us 
that the path, which Mahàjans bave followed, 
is the right path. And why ? The right path 
to truè atid everpresent spiritual religion cannot 
be determined by mere arguments, — hence argu- 
ments are to be abàndoned in detertnining it $ 
common men by dint of their intellect interpret 
Shastras or holy writings differenti}", i.e., they 
do not find unity among them ; they, further, 
think that different Munis or holy hermits have 
different opinionsabout the true spiritual religion ; 
therefore, to beware mankind the great propoundei 
of the Sloka says that the true and everpresent 
spiritual religion lies in a hidden state and the 
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way which Mahajans have followed is the rigbt 
patb to it, and by adopting such patii alone 
a man may under stand what it is. Now the 
question may arise as to the person who may 
be called a Mahajan. We r however, take the 
term to mean such a person as has acquired the 
powef of Tedeeming the sinful soul of a man while 
living, thereby enaWing him to enjoy the unique 
and divine spiritual delight in this world among 
his fellow-brethren. 

Tbe question, whicb comes in next, is the 
path adopted by a Mahajan. 

Researching ali the holy records of ali coun- 
tries on the face of this earth, it is to be seen 
. that wbenever tbere was a Mahajan in tb» world y 
he, before being so, bad to become the disciple 
of anotber Mahajan obeying him in every way,. 
and afterward» by hi» grace turned out hdmseif 
a Mahajan. 

Thus it is dear that the right path to true 
religion is to go to a Mahajan and to become hi* 
disciple in the true sense of the term, 

But what a surprising and pitiful thing it is 
to see that some are so presumptuous and foolisb 
as to act the part of God Himself in the way of 
giving salvatioo to their brethren while they 
themselres do not know what salratkm is, save 
the misconception that it is something like release 
from their sufferings to be found after deatb. 

In this Kaliyùga— the pure spiritual religioo 
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would reraain very secret, as the minds of men 
in general are engrossed with materialistic views ; — 
religions, which are nothing but mere conceptiotis 
of mind, would get the upper band in this world 
and charm the hearts of men, totally deprived 
of divine light, by engendering in them a belief 
of getting redemption after death ; — trusting npon 
their own reasoning faculty people would adhere 
to those principles, which they would forni for 
themselves, and pay no regard to the apparently 
bitter but really balmy teachings of Sadhus ; — an 
uncertain imaginary future would be more liked 
than a clear and direct insight into the spiritual 
•life, as we see from the implicit faith which men 
of ali countries and creeds place upon the dèlusive 
teachings of those ignorant preceptors who assert, 
or rather pretend to assert (because they them- 
selves do not know what redemption is>, that 
redemption is to be gai ned after death in a 
Alture existence. 

Moreover, we find, at present, that the truly 
wise and better portion of mankind do not meddle 
themselves with religious topics because they 
find that ali the current systems of religion cannot 
p resent a trae and direct aspect of spiritual life, 
nor can explain what is the trae salvation. 

We would, however, have kept perfect silente 
under the present circnmstances, had it not been * 
for the fact that we can find no reason why should 
the followers of one sect advise those of another, 
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after denouricing their religious tenéts, to follow 
their owti when the tenets of either of them are 
nothing but outcome of the fancifùl conceptions 
of mind only. 

Oh ! how totally misguided are tifose, \frho, 
groping in vain in the darkness fòr. salvatiori, have 
at last come to the conclusion that to folloW their 
selfmade dogmas is the best method of obtaihing 
redemptión after death, and Whò, not remàining 
satisfied with such conjectural doctrines, go on 
preaching them in a peremptory manner among 
their fellow-brethren and persuading them to adopt 
and put implicit faith upon such delusiye and 
conjectural principles as their minds have hatchedL 
Such teachers with their followers wouldsuflfer 
eternally for their folly. 

The present cycle of human affairs supplies us 
with a strange and unpleasant picture as regafds 
theahode of teachingiand receiving reBgious lessònst 
Religious teachers are in no better position thab 
their foHo^rers ,with respect r to religiops knowledge. 
Both have but an imperfect and uncértain idea 
aboùt -God and trae spiritual religion— yet, the 
former lead the latter as a blind man leads another 
blind *oné in a. path whieh hasno existence save 
in their mere imiagination. Such misguided teachera 
preach abóut God and . salvation as a born-blind 
1 tries to impari r an ; idea of the sun and his.light 
to anothér similarly< circumstanced. From these 
fycts it is obvious r thàt èrelong the :great hall òf 
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'pandemohium' would be thronged with tho$e vairi 
and false propounders and their followers wbo 
would follow theth implicitly. 

The followers bf differént systems of religion 
tnay cite differént authorities to maintain the just- 
ness of their course. For example — the modera 
Baishnabas may say that thèy are acting 
according to the doctrines òf the Ptirans and the 
Baishnab Shastras ;— the present Brahtnas tfnW 
may affirm that they afe follo wing the dictates of 
the Vedas and the Upanishads <óf coursè, those por- 
tioris of the abovè Shastras which correspond with 
their opinion and meet their ends) ;— the recent 
Vedantists, explaining àway the Vedantd in their 
òwn Way, may teli us that they are treading in the 
path marked out by the great aùthor of the 
Vedantanùà bis illustrious followers ;— the Chris* 
tians of now-a-days may point .to the Gospel to 
maititairi that they are pràctising their religion. 

But we see that ali the present fórms of religion 
are alike situated, in as much as ali of thern allure 
men with the hòpe of finding salvation after deatb 
andnone bf thern assert that iti this life salvatiou 
can be got. This being the case, are nottbe 
followers of a pàrticulàr : s*ect sadly mistaken in 
persuàding those of ano ther to forsaké their pregent 
sect and adopt theits ? But sùgh conduct, on their 
part, is noi to surptìse us when we are sure> that* 
none of them can uridefstatid the Shastras in their 
frue sense. We may, boweyer/emphatically assert 
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here tbat different Shastras or holy writings, when 
viewed in the purest light reveal a celestial harraony 
which human intellect with ali its energy is too 
weak to discern. We say this because we know 
that ali the Shastras or holy writings are sayings 
of the Spiritual Soul — Spiritual Soul in the form 
of a man whom we cali Sath-Guru. Hence 
Shastras or holy writings can not be understood by 
a man, however learned, until and unless bis heart 
becomes purified and enlightened by the grace of 
'Sath-Guru' with the sacred and divine light, which 
alone enables a man to have a direct insight into 
the Spiritual Soul. 

The Shastras or holy writiugs contain but sacred 
teachings ; they, however, do not help us, by 
themselves, in giving us a true conception of the 
soul nor enable us to look into our soul imme- 
diately. Hence Shastras or holy writings are only 
manifestations of the indirect grace of God : but 
when God taking the form of a Sadhu like Jesus 
or Chaitanya graciously enlightens the heart of 
his followers with that celestial light which 
reveals the soul, that grace is the direct grace of 
God. 

Common people, with their shallow understand- 
ing, may follow the delusive principles of the 
pretenders — but it is observed with great regret 
•that even those, who have made religion the end 
of their life, hope to find salvation after their 
death ; their utter ignoranoe of real salvation 
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shows that thèir religious preceptors were also 
none but pretenders. 

We see in the practical worid, that, when a 
man gets hungry, by eating and drinking tris 
hunger becomes abated and he gets satisfaction. 
So we find to be in the spiritual world, If a man 
hungers after spiritual religion and true salvation, 
then, if he be fortunalte enough to find out a 
Sath-Ghiru — a real preceptor, such Sath-G-uru's 
teachings will abate his hunger, he will be satisfied 
to find himself saved and salvation will no longer 
remain a mystery to him. But how deceived are 
those, who preach that salvation is not to be 
obtained so long as a man will live in this earth 
but after death, provided that he follows their 
principles throughout his life 1 According to these 
preachers, it, then, appears that if a hungry man 
eats food today he will find satisfaction in some 
future time ; he will feel his appetite appeased 
not immediately after eating food but afterwards, 
in some distant future hour, e. g., — after his death. 
How inconsistent are these teachings ! How 
beguiled are those also who are charmed with 
such hollow doctrines II 

MoreoveT, preachers of a particular sect are 
also found to persuade that religions of others 
have no truth in them and that salvation can be 
obiained only by practising their religion. But 
he, whose heart is enlightened with true religious 
light, never blame any particular religion nor 
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advjse his fellow-men to forsake their re^spective 
religion. His only advice to them is to seek 
after the ', Satb-Guru-Suii' in order to be saved and 
to. receive light within their heartto understand 
the true spiritual essence which underlies ali the 
several religions, for iu every religion there are the 
raysòf the ' Sath-Guru-Sun.' 

What the ime spiritual religion is, can be illus- 
trated from the oijtward world as follows. : — Fire, 
we see, acts alike upon ali persons without any re- 
ference to caste or creed. The same fire prepares 
the food of ali of us witt\out any distinction and 
illumines our rooms in darfcness. The heat, the 
burning power and the brjlljancy of fire do not vary 
•with persons of diffetrejit religious. Such is the 
case with the true. spiritual religion. Every person, 
of whatevet sect and iqhabiting in wbatever coun- 
try on this earth, is cojnpetent to understand and 
io. practise the ttue spiritual r$ligiqn, and, for this 
Jie has not to change his religion but to follow 
the advice of the Sqth-Guru, .. and, by his grace, 
when his heart will be illuqjiuated by the pure and 
divine light he wiil fina the spiritual tsuth of his 
religion, which is the essqoce not only o( his owji 
^religion but that of evèry other. p^ose, who see 
difterences in the several systems of religion ox 
distinguisi* one religion from; apother. are really 
ignorali t of the true essence of religion.. We often 
hear men preaching thus — 'Adopt our religion ,and 
^you will be saved and get eternai «happiness in. the 
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et&er -vothl.' What an utterly raistaken advioe is 
this 1 They do not know that if any one fiods out 
the Sath-Guru and follows him, he will get eternai 
eelestiaì hàppiness in thìs présent life and bis salva- 
tion will be evident to him, 

Praise, Fraise be to you, O ! enchanting goddess 
Maya (Satan), with what strange unperceived de-* 
lusion you tead your volaries by the nose ; with 
what utìspeakable aptitude they serve your will ; 
with what insidious art you beguile thera into a 
bollo w redemptioh which they fancy to be real l 
O ! Who can overcome your mighty power, 
which has enchanted the whole universe frora tinte 
imemtnoriai and who else can redeern human beings 
whom you have intoxicated with your apparently 
swefet fruit, but the great God himself, Who is your 
Lord and Whom you can not approach ? 

The evérpure spiritual soul is terrned in the Ve* 
das as the omnipotent, omnipresent, omniscient, 
Brahma (5fljK Who can see Him by shuttmg up 
his eyes or by repeating his name or by thinking 
Him as sométhing like siin-light, except by the 
direct grace of Sath-Guru like Lord Jesus or Chai-r 
tariya Mahapravu or other Sadhus ? 
. Gòd Himself as a pure spiritual alkpérvading 
Soul can not appèar in the hearts of falle» mot* 
which are much daricened with self and wortdly 
earevjust as sun^heamcan not with ali its power 
reflect itself on piecfcs of mud. So,, He, for their 
iaivaiian, appears as iSatk^Guru-^ who, iby hisdirect. 
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prefachmgs, sanctifies their muddy hearts, makès 
them brìgbt and polished like mirrors and then 
appears in them. 

: When Jesus spoke to his followers, his iristruc-i 
tions were like sun-beams, which cleared away the 
doiidy conceptions of their mind ; his holy words 
sanctified their hearts ; and by the sacred light 
implapted in them, they directly savv their soul as 
one infinite spiritual Joy and thus were they re- 
deemed. 

But are the modera Christians, . followers of 
Christ in the same sense as his disti pi es were ? 
His immediate followers did not like the present 
Christians hold to the belief of getting redemption 
and eternai happiness after their existence in this 
World. They did nòt surrender their life with 
devotion to imaginary Christ, but to Christ in 
person and so were they saved and enjoyed eternai 
happiness while in this .world and were never 
charmed in the belief of finding salvation after 
death in the other world. 

Like Christ, our brightest Chaitanya Mahapravu 
radeemed his followers. By his direct preachings 
their hearts Were sariòtified, and they had the 
Satìèfaction of looking direct to théir spiritual soul, 
without having hadto wait tillthe ti me of death ; 
they saw Chaitanya in ali the smiling graces of 
spiritual happiness not only in their hearts, but as 
pervading the universe ; their hearts were filled with 
such superaatural Joy, that many of them could 
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not well bear the flow, and, losing ali esternai 
senses, gave vent to their spiritual pleasure in 
dancing and singing prayers, wbicb fiilly bespoke 
their eternally blessed souU 

Among tbe present Baishnabas where are that 
salvation and that celestial happiness wbicb: 
Chaitanya Mahapravu : distributed among his 
follo wers. The present Baishnabas are deprived 
of such salvation and spiritual haf>piness for tbey, 
are the followers of intaginary Chaitanya. . In 
the Baishnaba Shastras it is written. — ' Even now 
Gauranga Ray (Chaitanya Mahapravu) plays bis 
part, (i.e, distributes salvation and happiòess), and 
those, who are fortunate, only can perceivé.such; 
acts of Gauranga Ray/ — Who among the Baishnabas, 
has seen himself and is able to.show to others. 
the above-mentioned acts of Chaitanya f 

Moreover, some of. the modera Baishnabas y 
who acquaint themselves as " Gauranga JBkakta'^ 
say that Chaitnaya .Mahapravu was an avatar 
(an incarnation of God) and he who does not 
believe this cannot be called a Baishnaba. We 
cannpt but laugh at such foolish sentiment of; 
theirs» Whence bave they derived the idea that 
Chaitanya Mahapravu was a mere avatar ? An 
avatar is a mere part of the Rfàhma in human 
form. An . avatar is an agent of God or Brahm^ 
to destroy the wicked and to preserie the : 
virtuous. . Just as- kings punish and , keep , w 
control the rol>bers and plunderera.in ordw to 
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protect the person and: pToperty of the innocent 
subjects, so an avatar destroys the asuras 
or enemies to trae and spiritual religion and 
oppressore of Sadhus and Munis. Chaitanya 
Mabapravu bad no such view before him. He 
appeared simply to sa ve men who were full of 
sin and to teach them how to love God and to 
sacrifico selfishness. He appeared bere as a pilot 
to show the rigbt and safest way to the misgoided 
men who bad been floating adrift on tbe ocean of 
sin. He was tbe captatn to conduct the sinful men 
m a divine boat to the region of eternai and celes*' 
tml bappmess;— -nay, he hiroself was tbe boat 
by wbioh men crossed the dreary oceatt of sin 
and reacbed the divine shore. He appeared bere 
itot to^destroy, Kke tbe avatar, the enemies to 
true spritual religion but to distribute salvatiot^ 
alifce to friends and foes. He was not a part 
òf tbe Brahma but the Brahma himself. It is 
beyond tbe power of man, however intelHgent 
hemay be, to understand his high nature. .. Without 
theinterventionof the 'Sath Guru Sun' and withom* 
having a divine eye—a tbird eye— opened by hi» 
grace you cannot expect to see him and to under* 
stand bis high nature ; otherwise, merely by study- 
in£ the Shastras, or by attendrng or deliveringi 
lectures about Mahapravu you won't be able io 
appreciate the great being-^even if you try iti th» 
way for thousand existences in succession. 
: There , are also men, who though acknowledge 
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the necèssity of a Guru or guide iir att\ worldìy 
matters, do not consider the need of such an 
one in the matterà which concetti the salvatiott 
Of their soul. The Btàhmas of thè present age 
are the men of thi9 stamp. These séjf-sufficient 
men think. that salvation is such a cheap thing 
that any body and every body can get it if he 
frequents the mandir or church once a week and* 
there site for a while, with' eyes closed, and 
listens to the Brahtna-Sangit and sermon of th# 
ministering preacher. Vain deluded men ! They 
do not know that the SaihJiuru is the sun, and 
Brahrna is the lighL How can you .get light 
without the sun ? Know, presumptuous man, that 
the favour of the Sath-Quru is the sacred light and 
that when that light is implanted in out hearts, 
the delusions of Satan or Maya vanish and; ouc 
soul is revealed to ufe in ali its spiritual brighfenessi 
The present Vèdantists are no better sitttated 
than the Brdhmas. Weoften seo persona, afte* 
studying the Veianta and a few slokas from the 
Veda*) explaiii, in their own way, the passage* 
in such a Cbarming language and with ,*uch 
eloquenoe that mindsof raany people are diverted, 
According to such lecturers, it seems, there is no 
necessity of a : SatfaGtiru-~tbQ reading, of the 
Vedanta, the Vedas, and some.English or otheu 
books will alone give mea divi»e , light and 
salvation.r-Yes, their follo wers wi\ì get such 
light and salvation as \ they th^uise^ye? bav$ 
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attaìned ;— they will fiud salvatiòn and light iti? 
the nexl world ! What a strade teacbinglh 
Was there ever a Sath-Guru 9 .in thtó gl*>be,> 
who did not at first surrender hitns^U to another 
Sath-Guru J Frani tiene immémorial there h»s 
been many a great, Sadhu in India.; Without; 
dealing witb tbem ali, we will ; deal; bere with> 
Chaitanya Mahapravu who was bora in a more, 
recent tirae about 414 ye&rs ago. >• He disttibuted : - 
trae spiritual religion alikfc to the. Hindus, thé r 
Mussùlmans, and the Bhudhist throughaiit Indiar 
frora the Himalayas tó . Kumarica <the Capò> 
Comorin). He was himself a great learned man, 
without his equal at the time. Stili: he bad to- 
become the disciple of a Sath-Gv.ru and so gainedr 
religious strength. By the favour of Sath-Guru; 
he successively attaind second, third and fourth* 
births (the threé stages of a Sadhu) and uitimàtely; 
became identifiediwith thé/God Himself and then 
began to distribute salvatioa-among his followers^ 
The reader will) moreover, seè in theGospel that: 
Lord Jesus of Nazareth, after being baptized by 
John, attained the second ; birth and beoame al 
Sadhu— the spirit, then, descended fròm heaven 
like a dove and abode upon him (St. J John Chap> 
I— 32) and so he became the Saviòurand distributeck 
salvatiòn among his followers., , ... s , 

We do notwish to say any: thing about 
Buddhism here, exGept the follo wing. rémark^ 
Budhay the propounder of Buddhism,; pceach^dt 
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tfiat the .heartàvoC' meri "cojald r ' te pUrifièd -by 
Karma òr deeds only. A man woiild not gefc 
JVtrvan .^i.é. woiild have no future existence alter 
death), unlessr his sins, caused by his evil deeds; 
would be destròyed by good deeds or Sai Kanha* 
li< a mari would strietly follòwi Budhà's doctrine 
he would have, to pay more regard to his acts or 
deeds than; to God ; thus it appears that Budha's 
religion is practically more prone to atheism than 
to theism. This great drawback or defect of 
Buddhism is due . to the, lact that Budha cut 
a new path for his religion, without adoptirig the, 
iisual <vay follo wed by Mahàjans of every age. 
Por thisrreason we do;not cónsider Buddhism aà 
a right path to true religion. It is only an ouN 
come of the conceptions bf mind and cannot be 
jegarded as true spiritual religion. 
* . : :£uti where is . Sath^Quru to be found— He 
is not to be foùnd in the. dreary deserts, nor in 
(he remotest regions of the earth ;— «-He is not to be 
found in cities, towris or villages, nor oi) thè 
sumraits >of elevated mountains,— He is nofc to 
-be found ori the irigh firmaments por into the 
depths of the< oceans ;-^-Hé is not to bé found 
in the misguided hearts of* fallen men ;— but He 
is there, where you will find the present and th$ 
«spiritual hfe blend 'in*, celestial harmony. He is 
die, whose,' spiritual instructians'remove ali dòubts 
of the mind, whose sacred words sanòtify the 
hiisguidèd sótils^ and.make'them see ^direct . fheir 
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life of eternai blìss. He is he whose words will 
give you ali instractions.in the trae religion and 
will correspond with the sacred writings. He is 
he who will guide you through the narrow path 
into the heaven and whose teachings will save 
you from sin. He is unlike other men in respect 
of religion, sacred light and truth, though a mari 
in other respects. If you follo w him in truth and 
devotion you will tura a demi-god and be a man 
in the trae sense of the term, 

Now, our friends, remember the words of 
Jesus Christ, " What shall it profit a man if he gain 
the whole world and lose his own soul f" Oh 1 
how trae and how solermi are the words ; do not 
lose a moment to. surrender your hearts to Sath* 
Qruru with sincerity and devotion, and you will 
ha ve your spiritual soul revealed hand4n~hand* 
He is not a pretender and will not teli you to 
wait for 3alvation till after your death. 

Though you read in the Scriptures or Shastras, 
fthat you would be redeemed by your repentance 
and Constant devotion of your hearts to Jesus or 
Cbaitanya, you must bear in mind that mere 
mental or conceptional devotion to them will 
neverrèdeem your soul ; for without their direct 
presènce your prayers can ne ver reach thera. 

Religion is the love of God, but caii you love 
a being whom you bave never seen and have no 
idea of ? , 

•i The reading.of theiScriptucesor Sbasita* will 
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io you tk> go'Qck* wless.» jfàq be- tJirectly :ljefore 
Him, and .do yopr\duty toward$,Him bifore* Hj$ 
dicect (not-cpnceived) presene^.', . 

J3ut, be qoì;; hoppless, reader ;.salvatioa 19 stili 
very easily obtainable, as Christ or.Chaitanya j$ 
noi dead as you suppose.; he is stili here ir\another 
human forni calling you to be syved. 1 

If yoty with sincere and deep anxfety, searcl* 
him> you will ea§ily firtd.hirp out, forhe is not 
partial ; and then if you surrender your heart§ 
tor hjm with sincerity and devotion, you will 
Jiave your soul revealed hand-in-hand, and your 
imaginary conclusions about future li fé will coma 
to an end* - . : ; 

; After what has already been, said, ; we fear 
that you ; stili hold to the bejief that you ar$ 
acting in accordanqe with the words of Jestjs q$ 
Chaitanya as sxpressed in thè Bible,or Shastrasi 
there(ore,.w^ wi)l dwell jnore particularly oa the 
matter again, and hope that you . will not fin4 
fault with the jspetitipn ; foiy in a subjoct of so 
much impontance as invplving spiritual redemp-f 
fionof human beings, it is essentially necessary, 
to giye you such a clear idea of the sacred trutl% 
as will enable v you not tp take a.wrpng yiew of 
what is set forth (or your deegestconsid^ratipijL ,.- 
However wis^ aud leiarned you may be, you 
can not hópe. to jinderstand '- what i$ said in,-the ; 
sacred writings,. where every thing is spiritual ; 
and as.ith'ere^is uo godly, lightjn ypuc jiearts, it* 
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is not to be éxpected that you can rìgbtly interprel 
the mcaning of the subject dealt therein. 

In reading the Scriptores or Shastras you conw 
eéive that you are hearing the word» of Jesus Christ 
ór Chaitanya but you are sadly mistaken. 

Do Jesus and Chaitanya come and explain thè 
sentences when you read them f — no ; — neitber yo» 
liave got the sacred light firom them to tmdèrstand 
the trae meaning; how could you then under-* 
stand them? 

The Shastras are only known to Sadhus who 
bare becn favoured with the sacred power or light 
of God, and until you bear them explained to 
you by Sadhus you will never kriow what is 
actually meant. Even then you will understand 
them by conception ; but when by the direct grace 
òf Sath-Guru you will get the god-head, you 
trill then sèe the soul direct, and find the sacred 
writings to correspond exactly with what you 
look internally. 

You understand, reader, that fallen men cannot 
bave an idea of spiritual things, just a$ an animai 
cannot bave an idea of the existence of God, 
though it can tinderstand ali your other hjnts» 

Now again of your imaginary repentance for 
your sins, and of your mental or conceptional 
devotion òf- God .or Brahma y— It is nothing 
at ali but a delusion of the Maya (Satan) which 
inakes you cooceive that you are following the 
right course in getting spiritual redemption. 
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:. Yòu may eonceive that as Godi» every 
where present, your vows of repentance may 
teach him ; but that is a «ad mistake. 

It is true that God is present. every. where» 
but because you do not know the populv language 
wherewith to address Him, He cannot hear you. 
Tbis language you must leani from a Sath-ffuru, 
and. unless and until you do so, ali your vows 
of repentance wijl fall fiat before Him. 

Sath-Guru Brahtna or *God the Holy Ghost' 
is beyond ali human powers, and He is almighty 
and our Saviour. For instance— Brahtna or 4 Go4 
the Fath^rMs wealth ; SathGuru Brahtna or/jGpd 
the Holy Ghost* is the owner of that wealth. 

Wealth Ijais no pow^r to give itself up tp 

any ooe« ,•...-.. 

But the zpealthy has ali power to give his 
iwealth to whomsoever he likes. 

ThMS you $ee that your prayers and vows of 
repentance to Brahtna or 'God the Father' is of 
jio consequence ;— if you pray to wealth, it will 
xlq you no good ; if you pray to the wealthy, 
he can relieye you by his wealth; but, mind, 
this wealth is inexhaustible and he will not be a 
loser though you take asmuch as you like. 

Thus you see, our friend, that, you would 
be redeemed by the direct grace of 'God the Holy 
Ghost/ or Sath-Guru, who has the key of the 
Blessed Region in his band. Seek him then with 
anxious sincerity and you will easily find him 
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cut He is a man sacred like Jesus^Chaifànya 

and other Sadhus, by whase secret and solemn 

word, the spiritual soul is at onca made directly 

, vistole. But, beware, noti tó be cheated by any 

ivho Call-himseìf to be Salk-&nru h but cannot 

•show your spiritual soul direct. .. 

/ When 'God'the Holy Ghost' or Sath-Quru will 

favóur you 'with his lìght or spirit, then you wiH 

get another birth and will be 'God the Son r ; — thert 

you will not remain wliat you are now, — but be a 

celestial being with godhead :— then you will 

•see *'God the Father/ Brahma, with spiritual joy 

and be a Brahmani — *Dwija (twice born). It is 

not some thread round the neck but the spirti 

i óf Godthat makes a man a Brahmatr. 

Now we hope, reader, that, what has beeti 
said is sùfficient to convince yoir what is the 
right patti to, and ho w you ^should be prepared 
fór, ,; yóuf sjMrituaL life. 1 - May the mercifu^God 
inspirò* your heart, VitK^the solenln'eagerness, for 
■yout' eternai' wel fare* which no transient earthly 
<happiness càn' secare! ■;-' • - ; - • • 



i, : . . ; ; , .frj*t*4. ht SsJZ. .$àaw, >at. the E/m Press, 

<<»..» j.. u \ t :*?J fy<k4°n Street, Qalwtta. . . . ... ._- 
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SALUTE TO SUMMER 

In winter the vìsiting sun 

Is watched for and courted, not won, 

In summer a lover insistent 

As the telephone in the living room. 

She must be loved on sand or grass; 
In the air she will slip from plaited flax 
Like a fire-fingered bird; on the ground 
You may net her in an armful of languor. 

She sweeps the white keys down my spine, 
Dissolves my marrow in her noon 
And burrows in the hollow bones 
For a long season o£ Sundays. 

A snowman in the tropic zone 
I moon around her candlelight. 
lama stone god squatting in the trees, 
She the girl who hangs on my knees. 
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II 



A class of boys in my heart on break-up day 
In the old tin shed tickling in the corridor 
No more teachers no more Mums no more 
Dilly-dallying with dreams of the high times 
In the brown months a box of boys 
Hanging over the scaly rocks their slim lines 

A pelt of lads in the cool night 
Nudging and snickering city guys 
Close by the suburban lovers 
Under the Abelia hedge lies 
My bundle of old bones bright 
As a bonnet after a low whistle 

There's a fond fìnch in the scotch thistle 
Polishing his bright notes in the sunrise 
A thrush high in the evening surprised 
At the fiat trees cut in the duck-egg sky 
The expectant rooster crows to find 
Tomorrow laid in the pullet's pen 

There's a ukulele lady lying on the beach 

If I should join her by no stretch 

Of the imagination can she evade 

The sun's sweat the wind's fingere avoid 

Hot pants if she spreads easy 

Where the sand is on heat for the season 

Up out of the sand clay greywacke 

Heat creeps up not telling of a lively sun 

But of fires in the earth's infernal hot-bed 

Birds bees babies are lucky 

To root where ali rot in this one 

Lupined bed a loving wedlock 
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A dryad within the wattle curled 
I hot hand in giove 
With shade, regard the glaring world 
From my golden gloom, 
Indifferent, waiting to be born. 

Rolled up in the boulder 
Where hot seed has grown 
Since the granite flowed, 
A grey stone god 
Indifferent, waiting to be born. 

I He within the red clay's aisles, 
Lizard not lazing nor embryo, 
Creator of islands and tides, 
The perfect carven Tangaloa, 
Indifferent, waiting to be born. 

I no longer breathe the soggy air 
But lurk within it, impotent, 
And watch the gases stir, 
Feeling the dough of life ferment, 
Indifferent, waiting to be born. 
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IV 

METAPHYSICS IN THE SUN 

I ting of the cock who is not there, 
A prctty figment of belief 
Without the crowing in my ear; 

Admire the white-eye, living leaf, 
Diiguiied in vain to peck the plum 
Unlett my eye will cry him thief, 

And lie in the intellectual sun, 
Browned in the rays the mind dispensed 
The sun shines only on the skin; 

Then think, perhaps, I am pretence, 
A perfect timple nothingness, 
Without bird, sun» to stir my seme. 
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THE WATTLE TREE 

I said to my love, 
Leave our house of care, 
Let our son go bare, 

let us live 

In a wattle tree. 

Said she to me, 
No gold grows there 
To dye my aging hair 
So how can we 
Live in a wattle tree ? 

1 left my wife 
With her Silver hair 
And our son so fair 
To live my life 

In a wattle tree. 

I feed on pollen 

In the sun-shined air 

And never care 

What the bees have stolen 

From my wattle tree. 

Of the summer's gold 
I have my share : 
ITI live here 
Until I'm old, 
In the wattle tree. 
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VI 

A NIGHT FULL OF NOTHING 

We met in a bushel of paradise birds 
While the cockatoo langled his whimsical lay. 
I garbled her mouth for a wonder of words, 
O why did she linger and why did she stay ? 

Her breasts were a gallon of gathering bees 
And lily legs walked her down lover's delay 
As we ripened like raspberries high in the trees, 
O why did she linger and why did she stay ? 

She was the mare ali a-meadowed with spring 
And I was a night-time of lances to slay 
In the lists of her limbs, in her laughter my ring, 
O why did she linger and why did she stay ? 

We larked it, we liked it, ali play-timing on, 
It was dripping with moonshine from kiss to 

doomsday. 
One night full of nothing and then she was gone, 
O why did she linger and why did she stay ? 
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VII 

THE POET ENCOUNTERS HIS NEXT SONNET 
ARRIVING AT A PARTY 

She comes like a barque in a bosom of sails, 
O no-one will sink her, she's harder than nails, 
As strong as the swimmer who roughens the seas, 
Too quick £or these privateers, sailing settees. 

And though there is crying behind her eyes, 
She's bright as a teacher who's frightened o£ boys, 
And gladdens her eyes while her mind multiplies 
The threat o£ a roomful o£ hobbledehoys. 

She's bound to the earth like the top o£ a tower, 
As rich as a moneyman, top hat and flower. 

give me a hand-out, my bank o£ a girl, 

Fit investment o£ flesh £or a woolly-white earl. 

Where did you come £rom, in a shower o£ hair ? 
From wherever and never £ar away may be at. 

1 measure my chance in the length o£ a stare — 
In the generous jungle the tom eyes the cat. 

They named you at Delphi, the forecast was May, 
O be my bright berry on festival day 1 
We'll be lord o£ the laws, how we'll act 

precedents, 
They'll speak o£ our crimes and torts forty 

days hence ! 
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Though my hand holds the knife for your last 

loving sigh, 
My black beast, my white beast, who bleeds at 

the stirine, 
So more than entirely willing to die, 
My bountiful lady you'll never be mine. 

Though I rhyme and I reason you inside my arms 
And dose up your eyes with my black magic 

charms, 
And give you a kiss lasting fourteen long lines, 
Be wine in your mouth like a season of vines, 

Be salt in your eyes' unexpected good-bye, 
Though I scan you with words till the language 

is dry, 
A metaphor's ali that 1*11 own of you, 
I only nave time to say how do you do. 
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Vili 

The sparrow-hawk would not oppose 

Her love upon the glistening cloud, 

With the wide afternoon 

For her retirìng room. 

Far better bride than dead 

She thinks her day too short for noes. 

The water lily does not hide 
Her petals from the leering sun, 
Nor stop the ravaging bee 
From sense of modesty. 
More virtuous than her, 1*11 own, 
You're far less dignified. 

Each earthworm has a mate or more, 

No peahen will refuse peacock, 

Each animai in season 

Is amenable to reason. 

Have you beneath your pretty locks 

A logie nature finds obscure ? 
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IX 

DINGHY 

Weave your wake in the warping sea 
Shrouded with spray from the spirit shore, 
Bite your way down the line of wind, 
Season of sun is the death for me. 

Death is the gap in the wagging wave, 
Breaking light and blinding surf, 
Angel the swimmer who nibbles her way, 
Lover come surely my open grave. 

Oceans of anguish her burning breasts, 
Nipples the port and starboard lights, 
Bum my heart in her waiting throat, 
Athwart her longing my living rests. 

Dying is a mating where the ages wash, 
Blush like a boy in her lethal arms, 
Laugh to find her the lily girl 
Threshing in the grasp of a weary wish. 

So skip boat, staggering across the tide, 
Centreboard down and a list to port, 
Stitch your way down the tearing wind, 
Wonder in your rìgging the shore denied. 

Lift on the shallows, bolt the deep, 
Hoard the breeze as we turn for home, 
Pan the veils of the sighing creek, 
Sink in the shadows of the mangrove sleep. 
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FOR MY WIFE 

Within the vestry of belief 
I sign the virtue o£ your ways: 
I sing the beauty of your life 
Within the chancel of my eyes. 

Woman is not enough for man 

Your loving life a living hymn, 
Unwritten, unforgettable bars, 
Not quite remembered, pulse within 
My absent arctic hours. 

Woman is not enough for man 

I venerate your hands that flow 
Through the contours of my soul 
And smooth the clifiEs of pain although 
Man has other gods and goals. 

Woman is not enough for man 

Although I cannot give you ali 
Or match the gifts you rain on me, 
And kneel in my arrogant male stali, 
Such worship seems idolatry. 

Woman is not enough for man 



15 



Digitized 



by Google 



MOTHER 

She sits with a son on her nursery knee 
With never a breast to cali her own, 
More ancient than evil and further from me 
Than ever were angels or idols. 

A moon to her sun and his star 

She walks in a cloud of nesting wings 
And no hawk, not I, can pirate there, 
In the world the narcotic of infancy brìngs 
Where loneliness has no name. 

A moon to her sun and his star 

Where did he come from this amorous boy 
Who is houses of lovers and satisfìed never? 
He carne from my company lodgihg with joy 
And left me to talk to myself. 

A moon to her sun and his star 
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LOVE OF TWO HUMANS 

It was not an important or expected meeting, 
Strangers congregating without ceremony, 
But his eyes spoke o£ mountains in greeting, 
Eyes o£ an idol, peerìng from eternity. 

There was no drama in her walk or word 
That fell more quietly than the rest, 
But her being was a stream that flowed unheard 
Back bcforé the serpent sipped Eve's breast. 

What is there outside time at such a meeting 
That sings a blood-song, weeps that souls 

shake hands, 
Sees the ineviuble brought to being, 
That two or three are one though the sun 

should stand? 

In the first glance the final recognition 
Of a kinship older than mankind, 
Not tribal nor animai, an intuition 
That issues from a prehistoric mind. 
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FOR A PARTING 

They are gone who were the sum of summer 
And the calendar of wishes cannot number 
The days that the winter of waiting will hold. 
Mind and blood are numbed, I am old, 
For absence is an evening more aging than years. 
They are gone the centre of my hemisphere 
Which flies apart like a flight of birds 
Diluted by the shot-gun's bum. 

He who befriends a man has half of life 
But he who is loved by a man and his wife 
Has the skylark's score and the upper air, 
Has a Saturday singing the song for his words. 
They are gone who made life's mixture hold 
Together, with more memories than I remember. 
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MOORS, ANGELS, CIVIL WARS 

Not the angelic host of Moors were the foe, 
Nor the general, his dying body a balloon, 
But the past, the migrations, civil wars, 
The invaders, Romans, Visigoths, 
The weight o£ the Church evangelist 
And militant against ali sins, 
Even as sraall as the unseen son 
Conceived some hot forgotten night, 
The bars closed and the raoon risen. 

The victories were temporary, unwilling, 
Since we shipped our cause, to fight for it 
In a foreìgn land, since we could not win 
In a life of time, nor lose lost hope. 
Seeking martyrdom, not triumphs, 
Believing in the blood, the pulse, the eye, 
Seeing a cathedral of fair flesh, 
We few, we daring few, revolted, 
Grew closer in fear and whispers than in love. 

What though the cause were lost before 
The war? Ali was not lost, the sneer, 
The defìant word, the blackamoor's swagger — 
Brother before the missionary foe. 
A horde of conspirators yet unborn 
Would bleed for the freedont of the blood to 

bum. 
Plots, rebellions, poisoners would breed, 
Young eyes shine to hear how we died, 
And we, the first, would lead a fleet 
Of love to the longed embrace, life's kisses; 
To the expected landing, ali beauty in our ships; 
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To baule, ali evil in their falling towns, 
Ali lying, death, ali the no, the no; 
In our hands such a bright, O dreaming love, 
a sword. 



They hound me down the Ramblas, past 

The foot in the door, the eye behind 

The blind, across the toadstool square 

In Santa Eulalia's shadows. Through the grid 

In the celiar I watch black boots 

Pass by, the young deprived of life, 

The poor affirming poverty. 

Then, with a rattle of arms, caught. 

I fire in their faces and not death, not bullets, 

Water spits frora the pistol mouth. 

Back to the black Inquisito», and the no, 

No answers, only a memory of past 

Hills dim through the glass of pain. 

Suddenly there in the white room 
And brighter than the electric light, wings 
Sprout round my ears. O laughing 
I fly through the castle window, past 
The town, along the Costa Brava, 
Parakeet riding the waves of air 
To the last of my secret friends alive. 
Fiend, he holds death out like a gift, 
The drink he gives is acid in my eyes. 
Fly faster back to the honest torture 
Of the black guards, and the white-gowned 
Doctors' medicines; sweet swallow down. 
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MEMOR1AL TO A MISSIONARI 

Thomas Rendali, 1778-1832, first resident missionary in 
New Zealand, author of The New Zealanders' First Book 
(1815) , grandfather of the Australian poet, H. C. Rendali. 

Instructed to speak of God with emphasis 
On sin and its consequence, to cannibals 
Of the evil of sin, he carne from father's farm, 
The virtuous home, the comfortable chapel, 
The village school, so inadequately armed, 
His mail of morals tested in drawing-rooms, 
Not war, to teach his obscure and pitied pupils. 

There were cheers in Clapham, prayers in Lincolnshirc, 

Psalms on the beaches, praise, O hope above. 

Angels sang as he built the south's first school, 

For Augustine had landed with the love 

Of God at the Bay; he would speak for his aims were full 

Of Cranmer, Calvin; would teach for he brought the world 

Of wisdom, dreamed of the countless souls to save. 

But though he cried with a voice of bells none heard, 
For who was to find salvation in the sounds 
Of English words? The scurrilous sailors spoke 
More dearly with rum and lusting, so he turned 
To the native vowels for symbols, sought to make 
The Word of God anew, in the tribes' first book 
Laying in Christ's advance a path of nouns. 

Seeking the Maori name for sin, for hell, 
Teacher turned scholar he sat at Hongi's feet 
And guns were the coin he paid for revelation. 
To the south men died when Hongi spent his fees. 
Wrestling with meanings that defied translation, 
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Christian in seeking truth found sorcery, 
Pilgrìm encountered sex in philosophy. 

A dreaming hour he spent at that mast of a uree, 
And appiè of his eye his mother withheld was that love, 
The night of feeling, was pure and mooned for man, 
Woman was made of earth and earth for wife. 
In following their minds he found the men 
And reached for a vision past his mother-land, 
Converted by heathen he had come to save. 

He drank the waters of the underworld 

Lying ali day in the unconverted flesh, 

Entangled in old time, before Christ's birth, 

Beyond redemption, found what a nest of bliss, 

A hot and mushroom love lay fair in the fera 

To suck from his soul the lineaments of desire, 

And leave despair, O damned undreamed of pleasures. 

To cure the sick at soul the little doctor 

Sought out an ardent tonic far too hot, 

Though not forbidden, for his infirmity. 

With the south on his tongue and sweet he had forgotten 

His mission, thirsted for infinities 

Of the secret cider and its thick voice in the throat, 

Bringing the sun ali a-blossom to his blood. 

But as sudden and in between such dawns his conscience 

Sharpened his sins to prick his heart like nails. 

The hell the Christian fears to name was heaven 

To his fierce remorse and heaven and hell 

Were the day and night in his life and wasted him 

With their swift circling passions, until he cursed 

In prayers but hated the flush of his concupiscence. 
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Did he fall through pride o£ spirit, through arrogance 

Or through humility, not scorni ng the prayers 

Of savages and their intricate pantheon ? 

He lacked the confident pity o£ his brethren. 

To understand he had to sympathise, 

Then felt, and feeling, fell, one man a breath 

In the human gale of a culture'» thousand years. 

The unfaithful shepherd was sent from the farm of souls 

To live, a disgraceful name in the Christiana ear, 

A breathing sin among the more tolerant chiefs. 

An outcaste there, or preaching where he fled 

To Valparaiso from devils and reproof, 

Or coasting logs round Sydney, stili he strove 

To find the hfe in the words his past had said. 

Drowning oflE Jervis Bay, O the pain, 

For death is a virgin rich in maidenheads 

And memories, trees two hundred feet and tali. 

The sea is a savage maiden, in her legs 

Sharp pangs no missionary drank before, 

And the immortality that Maui sought. 

O move to Hawaiki, to the shadow of Io's breath. 

No man had died sudi a death of dreams and storms, 
For drowning with memories carne that expected devil. 
He was racked on the waves and spirit wrecked he wept 
For his living sins, each tear-drop swimming with evil. 
O soul be changd into little water drops 
And fall into the ocean ne'er be found ! 
Dying he shrank from that chief who would seize him 
forever. 

But there no tohunga met him, angels flew 

To draw his frightened soul quivering to heaven, 
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Brìght thcre, brighi in the open life o£ light. 
Tiying to speak known words that the unbelievers 
Might know what was said and bring their ears to Christ, 
He had sung with the spirit, prayed with the understanding, 
Thus saved the soul he had paid to save the heathen. 

His was the plough, he turned the sacred soil 
Where others reaped, a pioneer in Christ's 
New clearing, strove with unswerving will 
Amidst the roots, the rotting stumps and compost 
Of the mind to make a bed where the gospel 
Might lie down in the breeding sun and grow 
A crucifix of leaves, O flowers o£ crosses. 

Immortai in our mouths, and known in heaven, 

Yet as we praise we wish him greater — left 

On our fractured limb of time, not yet possessed, 

Where north will not meet south, of the south's lost gift. 

Taught of the sinful flesh he never sensed 

That to reach for truth was to reach for God, nor found 

God immanent in the cannibals' beliefs. 

Pather he left us a legacy of guilt, 

Half that time owed us, who carne from the north, 

was given: 
We know St Paul, but what in that dreaming hour, 
In that night when the ends of time were tied — 

and severed 
Again and so ever— did he learn from the south? 
He could not tura to teach his countrymen, 
And lost, (our sorrow) , lost our birthright forever. 
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THE FANFARLO 



Samuel Cromar, qui signa autrefois du nom de Manuela de Monteverde 
quelquesfolies romantiques, — dans le boti temps du Romantisme, — est le 
produit contradictoire a un bléme Allentano et d'une brune Chilienne. 

BAUDELAHtB 



I 

Samuel Cramer carne down in the lift, 
Walked into the Street and shut the door. 
Behind him lay a settlement of fever, 
The tremorous metropolis, before. 

The first crossing that Samuel Cramer carne to 
A green light showed up and spoke to him, 
1 see you are a man with fever on you 
In the middle year of your time/ 

The second crossing that Samuel Cramer carne to 

He stood beneath tne yellow rays: 

ì fear you are a man alarmed with fever 

In the middle year of your days/ 

The third crossing that Samuel Cramer carne to 
He saw a red light there, 
And the light said 'Halt, you feverish traffic 
And teli me what you are. 

'Now teli, now teli, your title and kind, 
And teli, you feverish fellow 
That wander this metropolis 
From the green light to the yellow/ 

'Oh I am Samuel Cramer' he said, 
'Born of a German father 
Who was as pale as my naked bone, 
And a brown Chilean mother.' 
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'And where do you come from, Samuel Cramer, 
From the yellow light to the red?' 
'I come from the dancing Fanfarlo. 
She lies on her fever bed/ 

'And where are you going, Samuel Cramer, 
In the middle year ot your rime?' 
'I go to seek my trae friend, 
Manuela de Monteverde his name. 

'I wander this metropolis 

In the good year of my prime. 

By ali the lights that are in the sun 

I fevered co to claim 

Manuela ae Monteverde 

Who is my heart's fame. 

The breath of my infection, 
The water of my name, 
Float in the nuli subtraction 
That parted me from him, 
Manuela de Monteverde 
Who is my heart's fame/ 

'Follow me, follow me, now Samuel Cramer, 
My dear master to see 
That sits in this metropolis, 
For I think you Uè to me.' 

Samuel Cramer turned his footsteps. 

The green light and the yellow said no word; 

And ne had come to a mgh hostel 

With the red light for his guard. 

Samuel Cramer went up in the lift, 
Walked into a room and shut the door. 
Behind him lay the streets of the tremorous city, 
A steel desk and a chair, before. 
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7 
'And what are you', said the steel chair 
* With my little red light for a guard, 
That come through the streets of the tremorous city 
Where the green light and the yellow say no word?' 

'My name is Samuel Cramer' he said, 
'Born of a Chilean mother 
Who was as brown as my bone's marrow, 
And a white German father.' 

'Now if you are* said the steel chair, 
'Of a Chilean mother brown 
And a white father from Germany, 
Then you are No Man. 

'And where do you come from, Samuel Cramer, 
From the green light to the red?' 
'I come from the dancing Fanfarlo 
Laid out on her fever bea/ 

'I think you He, false Samuel Cramer, 
Two times you Uè', the steel chair said, 
'For a hundred years are come and gone 
And the Fanfarlo lies dead. 

'And where are you eoing, Samuel Cramer, 
In the middle year ofyour days?' 
'I seek Manuela de Monteverde 
Who is my heart's praise. 

'And ali my nights of fever 
And ali my shifting days 
Are an infernal river 
Between my sight and his, 
Manuela de Monteverde 
Who is my heart's praise.' 
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'You lie, you lic, false Samuel Cramer, 
Three times you lie as you stand there, 
For Manuela de Monteverde 
He is a sted chair. 

'Now follow, now follow, Samuel Cramer, 
Now follow my little red guard 
To No-Man's sanatorium 
In the antiseptic ward. 

'And they shall rip you breast firom back 
And ask your white bone 
If you are born of a German father 
And a Chilean mother brown. 

'They shall rip you lung and lights 
And ask of your brown marrow 
If you are come firom the fever bed 
Of the dancing Fanfarlo. 

'And they shall rip you throat to thigh 
And ask your false heart 
If Manuela de Monteverde 
Was ever of that a part/ 

Samuel Cramer went down in the lift, 

Walked through the tremorous streets with the little guard, 

And he had come to No-Man's sanatorium 

In the antiseptic ward. 

'Now bless this day* cried Samuel Cramer 

'That I have Uved to win. 

It is not for my white father 

Nor for my mother brown, 

It is not for the Fanfarlo 

That the fever has put down, 

But Manuela de Monteverde, 

For his sake ITI suffer pain.' 
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9 
Then up and said an ether-bowl, 
'You bless this day too fine, 
For in the antiseptic ward 
I think you will feel no pain.' 

'Then praise this day' cried Samuel Cramer 

'That I have lived to see. 

It is not for my Chilean mother 

Nor for my father from Germany, 

It is not for the Fanfarlo 

That the fever has laid by, 

But Manuela de Monteverde, 

For his sake ITI die.' 

Then up and spoke a little keen knife, 
'You praise this day too high, 
For in this sanatorium 
I think you will not die.' 

Samuel Cramer laid his head down, 
And he was locked in an anaesthetic sleep. 
The ether-bowl stood over him 
And the keen knife ripped him up. 

And first they found his white bone, 
And next his brown marrow, 
And when they found his feverish heart 
They said, 'He is No Man that we know. 

'If he is the son of a German father 
And a Chilean mother brown, 
Speak the word, you white bone/ 
But answer they got none. 

ìf he is come from the Fanfarlo 
That the fever has put down, 
Speak the word, you brown marrow.' 
But answer they got none. 
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lf Manuela de Monteverde 
Was ever his benison, 
Speak the word, you feverìsh heart/ 
But answer they got none. 

Hien up and rose the little red light, 

And he had run through the long streets of the city. 

*Now bear, now bear, my master dear, 

The news of my day's duty. 

'Oh they have asked his brown marrow 
And they asked his white bone, 
And they asked his false hcart, 
But answer they got none/ 

'He lied, he lied', the steel chair said, 
'Three times he lied as he stood there, 
For a white father and a brown mother 
Can never a man bear; 
The dancing Fanfarlo is married 
And buried a hundred years or more; 
And Manuela de Monteverde 
He is a steel chair/ 



II 

The noise of a fog-horn out behind the windo w, 

As well as the smeli of gas, 

And visible air of a metropolitan yellow, 

And also the taste of withered cress, 

And the chili feel of a zinc pillow: 

Ali were assembled, having come concerning 

Samuel Cramer, who woke before the morning. 

'Whatever's in my nostrils is an element 

No different from the mist I cannot see through, 

And the same as a mouthful of sour condimenti 
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As it might be a cold white slab for my pillow. 

In ali I hear the siren vigilanti 

Far away the fog must be on the river, 

But where am I?' cried Samuel Cramer. 

'The cloud, the taste, the smeli, are feverish fancies: 

The touch and the sound are past ali reasonìng; 

For now I see a row of slender benches, 

On each a narrow sleeper lying, 

And every sleeper bound with bandages: 

They must be in a heUish dormitory' 

Cried Samuel Cramer, 'but where am I?' 

'Oh, where am I, you slender sleepers?' 
Then the four walls answered him, 
'You Uè in the convalescent ward 
Of No-Man's sanatorium.' 

A beli rang and the day carne in 
And every sleeper woke, 
Peered througn a slit in his bandages 
As the four walls spoke. 

Samuel Cramer looked at his own full length, 
Saw that his long length was bandaged whole, 
And he looked again at the narrow benches 
And said, 'Who are you ali?' 

'Who are you alle* cried Samuel Cramer, 
'And what were the ailments 
That brought you to Uè in this dormitory 
Ali bound in heUish cerements?' 

'I am No Man' said one, 'but I was a miller. 
For several centuries I stood and ground 
The daily grind, and was getting tired of it 
Just when I met with my true friend, 
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Who bcing a miller of high abiUty 

Turned the coursc of a whole river 

To turn my mill, and stili in my dreams I glorify 

Manuela de Monteverde and enjoy him forever. 

'I was a soldier' said another; 'now I am No Man; 
Served in ali the big wars in every land 
From Gaul to Brazu. Was working my ticket 
Just when I met up with my trae friend. 
Now he was a soldier could take on an army 
With catapult, cutlass or cartridge, and never 
Carne but he killed, and stili I glorify 
Manuela de Monteverde and enjoy him forever.' 

'I was a scholar' another said, 'early Dispontium 

Was my special department, and I had come to the end, 

As I had thought, of research on Dispontine manners 

Just when I met my trae and learned friend, 

Who pointed out a significant point when he 

In course of research was of course the first to discover 

The Dispontii ate cross-legged, therefore I glorify 

Manuela de Monteverde and enjoy him forever.' 

'I was one' said the next, 'who gathered impressions, 

And now I am No Man, but there was a day 

When I sat on the steps of cultural buildings 

And watched the people passing by ; 

So bored, I almost wouldhave done something about it, 

But another sat beside me, and silent together 

We communed with each other, and so I glorify 

Manuela de Monteverde and enjoy him forever/ 

'I knew the Industry inside-out 
And now am No Man', said another, 
'But stili I remember things were tight 
Until I took up with a business partner. 
He was a briUiant man, definitely. 
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Take tris sales record. Look at the clever 
Way he shoved those shares around. I glorify 
Manuela de Monteverde and enjoy him forever/ 

'Now one and all' cried Samuel Cramer 
'In Manuela de Monteverde's name 
I say he is a feverish poet 
In tne middle year ot his rime/ 

Then each one cried, 'You false witness', 
And each sat up to testify 
In Manuela de Monteverde's name, 
And each one said, 'You Uè.' 

'You Uè, you Uè' cried each to each, 
And each to each arose, 
And they had fallen ali on ali 
And felled them with bitter blows. 

They ripped them bandages from bone, 
They ripped them bone and hair: 
They were not done till everyone 
Lay level in a smear. 

The bones lay loose on the white zinc floor 
In Manuela de Monteverde's name, 
Ali in the convalescent ward 
Of No-Man's sanatorium. 

Ali in the convalescent ward 
Of No-Man's sanatorium, 
A beli rang and the night carne in 
And settled over them. 

'Now praise this night' cried each to each, 
'For I ne so bloodily 
In Manuela de Monteverde's name, 
And surely I shall die.' 
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Samuel Cramer lay on bis loose bones, 
Stared out of the window where tliere was 
The new moon like a pair of surgical forceps 
With the old moon in her jaws. 

And in there carne a bandage-roll 
And a bottle of germicide, 
And they had bound the loose bones 
On the narrow benches laid. 

The second day, a beli rang; 
Then each to each called out, 
4 I fear that there's no dying here 
But I shall rip your throat/ 

And filament frorn ligament were parted 
When in there carne a roll of bandages 
And a little bottle of disinfectant 
To bind them up on the narrow benches. 

And the third day they turned again 
And they had hacked them bone frorn bone. 
4 I see three ghosts* cried Samuel Cramer then, 
4 They do not come too soon/ 

4 I see three ghosts' cried Samuel Cramer, 

4 And they have come too slow. 

The one is Manuela de Monteverde. 

The next is the Fanfarlo. 

The third is a fiend that hovers behind, 

And he is no man that I know/ 

Then in there carne a bottle of germicide 
With a roll of bandages, 
Ali in the convalescent ward 
To bind them up regardless. 
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There was a sound of breathlessness by dawn; 
Asthmatical, it changed into a yawn, 
And Manuela de Monteverde bore 
His bulky vapour up agaìnst the door. 

Excogitated, it was tdresome 
Being the fattest ghost in Christendom; 
Looked at the narrow benches with regret, 
Shuffled and Ut a stubble cigarette. 

And underneath an airy domino 
Rattled the members of the Fanfarlo, 
The ancient vertebrae inflexible 
Stili she contrived a clamorous pas seul; 

Scattered her jewels in their sockets loose 
That fell about her height in bright abuse. 
Ali up and down the convalescent ward 
Carne she, a fabulous camelopard. 

And there was another that hovered behind. 
It was a fog that might have been a fiend 
Or an angel caught in a cataleptic pause 
For ali it looked like anything that is. 

And silent, with ambiguous intent, 
This hovered in its own environment. 
The air of No-Man's sanatorium 
Seemed epileptic by comparison. 

Samuel Cramer rose from his narrow bed. 
'Now praise this day at last* he cried. 
4 I see Manuela de Monteverde plain 
Though he is fat that once was lean. 
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'I see you plain, my true friend 
Who come so tardily. 
In No-Man's sanatorium 
For your sakc I lie. 

'And daily, daily, for your sakc 
I suffer my heart's banc 
Which is dcstrucrion without death, 
Dcstruction with no pain. 

'And whether you werc a false friend 
Or whether you were a true, 
Deliver me now from this Umbo 
And I shall follow you. 

'And I shall follow you night and day 
In the world invisible, 
And were you a false friend or a true, 
1*11 follow in Heaven or in Hell/ 

Manuela de Monteverde spread 
His open palms, sunk in the spongy wrists. 
'Speaking as a ghost' he said, I am a man 
For whom the visible world exists. 

'And if you should follow, my dear fello w, 
No Heaven and no Hell would you see, 
Nor love nor hate where I stagnate 
In a limbo of sympathy. 

'True, I was a false friend but first I was a true, 
And I went to the grave, but never could forget 
How ali of you have magnified my name; 
I have grown fat on that magnificat. 

'And now am stuck in a deadlock of affection, 
And I suppose, so long as I remember 
The glory of man each man will glorify 
Man and destroy him forever. 
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'So if you must follow, my dear fellow, 
I think you should follow not me, 
For I swear it's neithcr hcrc nor thcre 
In a limbo of sympathy.' 

'Oh I must part firom you* said Samuel Cramer, 
'And you must part firom me, 
But Manuela de Monteverde 
My heart's fame will ever be. 

'And I shall smite the light of the sun 
And harrow the earth's face, 
And Tll contend until I find 
A way to depart in peace/ 

Ali in the convalescent ward, 

A bony ghost was rattling to and firo. 

'I see my long long love' cried Samuel Cramer, 

'And she is the dancing Fanfarlo. 

'I see you plain, my long long love, 
And gawky is your tread, 
And you bave gone to skin and bone 
Since you lay on the fever bed. 

'Now whether you were a false love, 
Or whether you were a trae, 
Take me away firom my misery 
And I shall follow you. 

'And I shall follow you day and night 
In the world invisible, 
And were you a false love or a true 
Tll dance with you in Heaven or Hell.' 

'I can't stop now* said the Fanfarlo, 
'Although f m short of breath, 
For I'm employed on the skeleton staff 
Of the dancing troupe of Death/ 
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Shc passcd him by, and her step was high, 
Over her shoulder cattine shrill, 
'After I lay on the fever bed 
I rose and married well: 

'Got tired of that, and went to the grave, 
But I could never forget 
My macabaresque that was such a success 
And my famous pirouette, 

'Till Death, the talent-scout, took me up, 
And now he hovers at my back 
Like a fiend that looks hke nothing on earth, 
And I think that my bones will break. 

'So if you would follow, my sweet fellow, 
Be sure it's your vocation, 
For there's no peace being caught like this 
In a limbo of agitation/ 

'Then you must part from me' cried Samuel Cramer, 

'And I must part from you, 

But in Heaven or in Hell I shall remember 

The dancing Fanfarlo. 

'And I shall shift the files of the stars 
Until the empyreal orders cease, 
And f 11 confound until I find 
A way to depart in peace/ 

Ali in the convalescent ward 
A silent fog was hovering, 
And it might have been leviathan 
For ali it looked like anything. 

'Now Death I see you plain' said Samuel Cramer, 

'Oh you have come too slow. 

Come out like a man and reason with me 

For I would reason with you. 
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'For I am Samuel Cramer* he said, 
'And I am the naturai meridian 
Of a father and mother, north and south, 
And am I not a man? 

'Excellently I was virtuous 

And viciously I sinned, 

Slowly, slowly, lost my looks 

Alas, and Va read ali the books 

Before I carne to No-Man's sanatorium 

Where death is in my mind/ 

Then Death spoke courteously to Samuel Cramer, 

And Death said, 'Are you blinde* 

'I am not blind' said Samuel Cramer, 
'And ali things low and great, 
That I have seen beneath the sun 
I never shall forget. 

'For I have seen the bright things and the black, 

And I have seen enough 

To make me as fit a man for Heaven 

As I am for Hell in my belief/ 

Then Death spoke courteously to Samuel Cramer, 

And Death said, 'Are you deaf ?' 

'I am not deaf ' said Samuel Cramer, 
'And I have listened day and night, 
And every word that I have heard 
I never shall forget. 

'For I have heard the innocent voice 

And I have heard the foul, 

And I am as fit a man for Heaven 

As I am fit for Hell/ 

Then Death % spoke courteously to Samuel Cramer, 

And Death said, 'Can you feeh' 

'Oh I can feeF cried Samuel Cramer, 
For I have fondled cold and heat. 
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There's no transaction in ali sensation 
But I bave had to do with it. 

4 For I bave drunk the subtle water 

And eaten ruinous bane, 

And I have smclt the melancholy vapour 

As well as the stanchless fumé of carrion. 

Each device of sin and grace 

Has made me and undone. 

4 Now I am fit to be let beyond the sheer 

Celestial pale, and driven 

Before the glaciers that ride 

Ali the precipitous streets of Heaven. 

4 And I am able to handle infernal cosmetics 
And blacken my arms like vile 
Branches that hoe the storm-sky, 
Feverish culture of Hell. 

4 So I shall follow you night and day 
In the world invisible, 
And speak the fame of ali I have done 
To Heaven or to Hell/ 

Then Death spoke courteously to Samuel Cramer, 
And Death said, *I admire your memory 
And also the fame of ali you haye done, 
Likewise your marvellous deUvery. 

4 And for ali you are gagged and riven here 
You have my sympathy. 
Now the fittest place for such a case 
Is surely a limbo of memory/ 

*But f 11 not go to a limbo' cried Samuel Cramer, 
4 And I have been gagged and riven 
For nothing less than to go in peace 
To Hell or to Heaven/ 
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Then Death said 'Heaven is not my province 
And Hell is not my territory, 
So if you must follo w, my true fellow, 
I think you should follow not me/ 

'But I shall follow you said Samuel Cramer 

'To the world invisible 

Where ITI be firee to hack my way 

To the bounds of Heaven or Hell. 

'Oh I shall rock the ethereal foundations, 
Wherever the world invisible is, 
And I shall rend until I find 
A way to depart in peace.' 

'The terms of departure in the peace treaty' 

Said Death, 

'According to our annals, 

Provide for a proper mortality 

Only through the proper channels. 

'And according to the formula 
That I am furnished with, 
There is a staple amnesia 
That leeches to the pith. 

'It's blind, it's blind, the keen-eyed kind, 
It's deaf, the sedulous ear, 
And words of legendary address 
Swallow each other's pointedness 
In the place where I transpire. 

'This is the formula that moles 
Its blind way to Heaven or Hell; 
And sometimes in the last event 
I hear a solitary cali: 
Sever my ears in a hundred years 
Bui Ut me listen a while. 
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4 And oftcn I hear a lonely noìsc 

Before the dark sets in: 

Moke me nuli ai a distant speli 

But leave me fife till then. 

And mortdficd ftora cvcry side 

The voice of memory comes crying. 

'It's Hey 9 Death! and it's Hoa, Death! 
Will you remember me? 
But tnere's no clause for a personal case 
Laid down in the peace treaty. 

*It's checked, it's checked, the retrospect, 
It's lapsed, the sympathetic kind, 
And agitation's under stress 
Of a rigid absent-mindedness 
In the place where I impend. 

4 So if you must follow, my true fellow, 
I think you should follow not me, 
For there's no scope for a talented type 
In the loss of memory.' 

Ali in the convalescent ward, 
A beli rang, and the night carne in, 
And every man an enemy 
On the narrow benches lying. 

4 I cali you all' cried Samuel Cramer 
'To witness my treachery 
If I contract the false pact 
That was ofFered me this day. 

*And when the hawk shall creep in the earth 
And hogs nest in the sun, 
Then TU forget the prime estate 
Of ali things I have known. 
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'When the lizard mates with Pegasus 
And the lynx lies with the roe, 
Then VII fòrget the black and the bright, 
The high defight and the low, 
Manuela de Monteverde 
And the dancing Fanfarlo/ 

Then Death spoke courteously to Samuel Cramer 

As the night carne over him, 

And Death said, 4 You and I must part, 

I see I've called at an inconvenient time. 

'And this is no time to he intruding, 
And this is no time to interfere 
With a yellow light and a roll of bandages, 
A little red light and a steel chair. 

'No time for the miller, no time for the soldier, 
No time for the singular memory and no 
Time for disaster, neither for Samuel Cramer, 
Manuela de Monteverde, and the Fanfarlo.' 



THE GRAVE THAT TIME DUG 

This is the grave that time dug. 
This is the box 

that lay in the grave that time dug. 
Thisis thehand 

that rapped on the box 
that lay in the grave that time dug. 
This is the sto ve 
that warmed the hand 
that rapped on the box 
that lay in the grave that time dug. 



Digitized 



by Google 



24 

This is the child an ìnstant born 
that lit the stove 
that warmed the hand 
that rapped on the box 
thatlay in the grave that time dug. 
This is the pink deceptive thorn 
that bled the child an instant born 
that Ut the stove 
that warmed the hand 
that rapped on the box 
thatlay in the grave that time dug. 

This is the alderman bound and sworn 
that planted the pink deceptive thorn 
that bled the child an instant born 
that Ut the stove 
that warmed the hand 
that rapped on the box 
that lay in the grave that time dug. 

This is the chain that is always worn 
by ali the aldermen bound and sworn 
that planted the pink deceptive thorn 
that bled the child an instant born 
that Ut the stove 
that warmed the hand 
that rapped on the box 
that lay in the grave that time dug. 



ELEMENTARY 

Night, the wet, the onyx-faced 
Over the Street was shining where 
I saw an object ali displaced 
In black water and black air. 
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Was it myself? If so I found 
An odd capacity for vision. 
Capacity, I understand 
Is limited by fixed precision 

Being the measure of displacement: 
The void exists as bulk defined it, 
The cat subsiding down a basement 
Leaves a catlessness behind it. 

That vision then, shall I concede is 
Proved by a void capacity? 
What's good enough for Archimedes 
Ought to be good enough for me. 

But knowing little of naturai law 
I can't descnbe what happens after 
You weigh an object such as I saw 
First in air and then in water. 



ELEGY IN A KENSINGTON CHURCHYARD 

Lady who lies beneath this stone, 
Pupil of Time pragmatical, 
Though in a lifetime's cultivation 
You did not blossom, summer shall. 

The fierce activity of grass 
Assaults a century's constraint. 
Vigour survives the vigorous, 
Meek as you were, or proud as paint, 

And bares its fist for insurrection 
Clenched in the bud; lady who lies 
Those leaves will spend in disaiFection 
Your fond estate and purposes. 
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Death's a contagion: spring's a bright 
Green fit; the blight will overcome 
The plague that overcame the bUght 
That laid this lady low and dumb, 

And laid a parish on its back 

So soon amazed, so long enticed 

Into an earthy almanack, 

And musters now the spring attack; 

Which render passive, latent Christ. 



THE YELLOW BOOK 

They did not intend to distinguish between the essence 
Of wit and wallpaper trellis. What they cared 
Was how the appointments of the age appeared 
Under the citron gasUght incandescence. 

Virtue was vulgar, sin a fiorai passion 
And death a hansom at the door, while they 
Kept fàith with a pomaded sense of history 
After their fashion. 

Behind the domino, those fringed and fanned 
Exclusive girls, prinked with the peacock's eye 
Noted, they befieved, the trickle of a century 
Like a thin ombrella in a black-gloved hand. 



LIKE AFRICA 

He is like Africa in whose 
White flame the brilliant acres he, 
And ali his nature's latitude 
Gives measure of the simile. 
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His light, his stars, bis hemisphere 
Blaze like a tropic, and immense 
The moon andleopard stride his blood 
And mark in him their opulente. 

In him the muffled drums of forests 
Inform like dreams, and manifold 
Lynx, eagle, thorn, effect about him 
Tneir very night and emerald. 

And like a river his Zambesi 
Gathers the swell of seasons* rains, 
The islands rocking on his breast, 
The orchid open in his loins. 

He is like Africa and even 
The dread manoeuvres of his mind 
Resemble the precipice whereover 
Perpetuai waterfàlls descend. 



WE WERE NOT EXPECT1NG THE PRINCE TODAY 

As stated above, we were not expecting . . . 

Ali the same, you had better show him the sleeping 

Beauty upstairs with her powder stili intact 

Where the whole court on sentry duty, beUeve it, 

Propped in their wigs a century exact, 

Deplore her blunder, or rather, misconceive it. 

And you had better and better deUver 

The bat from her tresses, dispose for a kiss 

That bluff on her webby mouth, for suppose he should cali 

it 
And give her a nudge, and she take the hint, and this 
Beauty be a doud of powder over her pallet. 
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EVELYN CAVALLO 

This person ncvcr carne to pass, 
Being the momentary name I gave 
To a slight stir in a fictitious grave 
Wherein I found no form and face, alas, 
Of Evelyn Cavallo, Evelyn of grass. 

Therefore, therefore, Evelyn, 
Why do you assert your so non-evident history 
While ali your fcminine morives make a mystery 
Which, to resolve, arise your masculine? 
Why will you not lie down 

At the back of the neithcr here nor there 
Where lightly I left you, Evelyn of guile? 
But no, you recur in the orgulous noonday style, 
Or else in the trite, the debonair 
Postprandial despair. 



FROM A LOVE CYCLE 

PROLOGUB 

(Nox est perpetua una dormienda) 

Let's live Catullus, or else let us love — 
One or the other, though rumour now 
Lets live and love till the sun goes out. 
The daylight lasts too long for us 
Who follow after our wifis' distortion 
Along forevers of chosen darkness. 

Those lovers were simple as fire but we 
Advance into ice; they melted like rivers 
But we are others; pale northman, 
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Rcsist that sun that shall offcnd you; 
Be dumb, though timc upon rime I cali 
Catulle to the ancient stoncs or sing 
These epithalamia always arrested. 



HPUOGUE 

(Furi et Aureli comites Catulli) 

You, Hate and Love, companions of this poet 
Where cities of fire sustain me, and where 
The glaciers dash together the northern tundras' 
Assaulted waters, 

Shall face these weathers of my instruction. 
Then travel courageously, notorious couriers 
Into the icelock, and beyond its zero 
Seek out my love. 

Remind him first of ali how he survives 
The flower of death blown over that relinquished 
Meadow where lover andjplough break 
Lover and flower alike. 

But let him not believe that a winter invoked 
Can blight the bespoken summers nor silence him 
Being that one who called time upon rime, 
Lesbia to the ancient stones. 
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THE ROUT 

A botile bctween thousands ofbees and wasps in the ancient church at 
Stockerton, near Market Harbarough (Leics), has ended in a victoryfor 
the wasps. 

Since the baule started three weeks ago the church has been closed and 
no services have been héld. 

Fot years, the bees had been storing their honey under the roof. But 
the honey started to trickle down the walls. The smeli attracted the 
wasps. 

Thousands ofbees have been killed and the wasps are now eating the 
honey. 

It is hoped the reopen àie church on Sunday. 

(news chronicle; 7th Scpt. 1951) 

Front Oliver CromweH 9 s despatch to Speaker Lenthall datedjune 14, 
164$, front Market Harborough: 

'This day we ntarched towards hint. He drew out to meet us. Bo& 
artnies engaged. We 9 after three hoursfight very doubtjul at last routei 
his arnty; killed and took about 5,000; very ntany officers 9 but ofwhat 
auality we yet know not. We took also about 200 carriages 9 ali he had, 
and ali his guns f being twelve in number; whereof two were demi- 
culverins ana(I think) the rest sakers. . . . Sir, this is none other but the 
hand ofGod, and to him alone belongs the glory, wherein none are to 
share with him* 



'has ended in a victory for the wasps* 

What's wasps? — 

A species ofbees, or bees 

A sort of wasps? Look 

Them up in the Pocket Book of 

British Insects: The Honey Bee, 

Not a native of Brìtain. 

After escape from captivity, 

Wild colonies in hollow trees 

Or similar sites not uncommon, 

But these are from domesticateci stock. 
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Wasps: A common wasp colony in 
August or September may contain 
Many thousands but ali of these 
Except the queens 
Die in the autumn. 



'the honey started to trickle down the walls', 

And that is sickening enough. 

For years they stored the stuff under the roof 

And summer had o'erbrimmed their clammy cells. 

'And that is sickening enough', to use the phrase 

Lawrence used about bees' ways; 

('bees . . . cluster on their own queen. 

And that is sickening enough/) 

What Lawrence meant I mean, 

Which is that humanity's 

Different, or ought to be, firom bees. 

We who are of imported 

Origin, wild or domesticateci, 

Are not so similar 

To bees as wasps are, 

But in smelling honey we 

Are like enough to wasp and bee 

To be what we ought not to be. 



ni 



"The smeli attracted the wasps.' 
Thousands of upstarts out of paper cells 
Form up, assault the established 
Wax-works of the wealthy sweet with smells 
From long-ago ancestral summers ravished. 

Wasps that recently have been 
Clustering on your own queen, 
Witness me outeome: 
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The murder of innumerable bees, 
'A victory for the wasps' 'but these 
Die in the autumn'. 



IV 



From the Queen Wasp : a despatch to Buzzer Bummer 
Dated nineteen-fifty-one, the end of summer 
From Stockerton cnurch near Market Harborough: 

This day we marched towards her. 

She drew out to meet us. We 

After three weeks* fight at last routed her army. 

Took ali stores. Killed many thousand. 

Madam, this is none other but the hand 
Of God. "The wasps are now eating the honey/ 
lt is hoped to reopen the church on Sunday. 9 



PERSICOS ODI 

HORACE, I. XXXVm 

offerteci in the 
Jacobean mode 

Weave in my garland, boy, no more 
The trash of Persia, and dispose 
Therein not linden nor the rare 
Protracted rose. 

Thus plainly twine the myrtle wreath 
Which well accords thy servient mien, 
And well thy master, drinking 'neath 
The trellis'd vine. 
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FOUR PEOPLE IN A NEGLECTED GARDEN 

Not yet. That is the high conccssion, 
Taking the bcst of it. 
Dying, not dead, the neglected garden 
Is passionate yet. 

But we are a process no protracted 
Parley with trowel and gravel will prolong. 
Nature nurtured us too, and then neglected 
To gauge how long the grass grew long. 

We four are gardens and are guardians 
Of gardens. No wonder we let the increase 
Of grass grow under our fèet and make our own 
Seditious separate peace. 

Because there is a truce before the tali tree bending 
Falls in the end and withers, 

Ourselves the occasion of an afternoon's portending — 
Iie, syrìnga; follo w, rambler; stems, tumble together. 



AGAINST THE TRANSCENDENTALISTS 

There are more visionaries 
Than poets and less 
Poets than missionaries. 
Poets are a meagre species. 

There is more vanity, more charity, 

There is more of everything than poetry 

Which, for personal purposes, 

I wish may preserve 

Identity from any other commodity 

Also from Ddphic insanity, 

Drunkenness and discrepancy 
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Of which there's already a great plenty. 
And so I reserve 
The right not to try to 
Fulfil the wilderness or fly to 
Empyreal vacuity with an eye to 
Publication, for what am I to 
Byzanrium or Byzanrium 
To me? I live in Kensington 
And walk about, and work in Kensington 
And do not foresee departing from Kensington. 
So if there's no law in Kensington 
Adaptable to verse without contravening 
The letter to prove 
The law, 111 make one. 

The first text is 

The word. The next is 

(Since morals prevcnt quarrels 

And writers make poor fighters) 

Love your neighbour, meaning 

Your neighbour, let him love 

His neighbour, and he his. 

Who is Everyman, what is he 

That he shouìd stand in lieu of 

A poem? What is Truth true of? 

And what good's a God's-eyo-view of 

Anyone to anyone 

But God? In the Abstraction 

Many angeb make sweet moan 

But never write a stanza down. 

Poets are few and they are better 

Equipped to love and animate the letter. 

I therefore resign 

The seven-league line 

In footwear of super-cosmic design 

To the global hops 

Of wizards and wops; 
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Hoping that if Byzantìum 
Shouldappear in Kensington 
The city will fit the size 
Of the perimeter of my eyes 
And of the span of my hand: 
Hands and eyes that understand 
This law of which the third 
Text is the thing defined, 
The flesh made word. 



Digitized 



by Google 



Digitized 



by Google 



The Tempie is— Man ! 



9 



RUDOLF STEINER 

y Google 



Digitized by * 



Digitized 



by Google 



The Tempie is— Man ! 



An address by 

RUDOLF STEINER 
an the occasion cf the first General Meeting 

of the Johannesbau-Verein, Berlin, 

I2th December, 1911. 



Anthroposophical Publishing Company 
London 



Digitized 



by Google 



Flirt Pobfished 1951 



Publìshed by kind permission qf the Rudolf 
Steiner-NachJassverwaltung and in agreement mih 
the Rudolf Steiner Publishing Company. 
Translated by D. S. Osmond front a shorthand 
report unrevised by the le e tur er. 



Digitized 



by Google 



s 



THE TEMPLE IS— MAN! 



Digitized 



by Google 



Digitized 



by Google 



FOREWORD 

"And the Building is—Man " 
" Und der Bau wird Mensch " 

These are the last words which echo in our 
ears when the Dornach Speech Chorus declaims 
the socalled " Fensterworte "— that is to say, 
the motifs of the Windows in the Goetheanum 
expressed in the form of thoughts. This lecture 
of 12th December, 1911, contains the fullest 
and most detailed account of what Rudolf Steiner 
said on so many occasions about the evolution 
of the Art of Building and its changing styles. 
He gives us pictures of happenings in the spiritual 
life of the Cosmos and in the life of the human 
soul which express themselves in the forms of 
sacred buildings and give birth to new forms as 
the evolution of humanity advances. The forms 
of Architecture were created by the forces which 
ray down from the Heavens to the Earth and work 
in the aspiring souls of men. And in the future, 
too, the supersensible will impress itself into the 
Material through new forms which through 
metamorphoses from within, finally come to 
expression in accordance with the stage of culture 
attained. 

The originai intention was to cali the first 
Goetheanum, the " Johannesbau." This great 
building of wood, with its hand-carved, weaving 
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forms and flowing colour-effects, was ultimately 
dcstroyed by fire. Those who initiated such a 
couragcous pian, had chosen the namc because 
the centrai figure in Rudolf Steiner's Mystery 
Plays— the aspirant fór spiritual knowledge — ìs 
called Johannes Thomasius. The bareness and 
inadeguate accommodation of the theatre rented 
in Munich ior performance of thesè Mystery 
Hays had brought from the spectators an urgently 
expressed wish for a building that would be 
worthy of the spiritual grandeur of the Plays and 
the lectures, and would provide space for the 
rapidly increasing number of visitors. These 
were the circumstances in which the name was 
chosen by the Association f ormed for the purpose 
of carrying this pian to fulfilment, and at the 
first General Meeting of the " Johannesbau- 
Verein " in Berlin, Rudolf Steiner gave the follow- 
ing lecture which opens up for us a vista of the 
supersensible foundation of the Art of Building 
and foreshadows its future possibilities. 

Marie Steiner 
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IN the Building that is to be a home for Spiritual 
Science, full account must be taken of the 
evolutionary conditions and necessities of 
mankind as a whole. And unless this demand is 
fulfilled, the aim of such a Building will not be 
achieved. In an undertaking like this we have 
a deep responsibility to the laws of the spiritual 
life, the spiritual Powers and the conditions of 
human evolution of which we have a certain 
knowledge ; and above ali we must be mindful 
of the judgment which future times will pass 
upon us. In the present cycle of human evolu- 
tion, this responsibility is altogether different 
from what it was in times gone by. 

Great and mighty creations of art and of 
culture through the ages have many things to 
teli us. In a beautiful and impressive lecture 
this morning,* you heard how the creations of 
art and of culture help us to understand the inner 
constitution and attitude of the human soul in 
earlier times. 

Now there is a certain reason why the respons- 
ibility of those who shared in the creation of 
ancient works of art, was made easier than it 
is for us to-day. In ancient times, human beings 
had at their disposai means of help which are 
no longer available in our epoch. The Gods let 
their forces stream into the unconscious or 
subconscious life of the soul ; and in a certain 
sense it is an illusion to believe that in the brains 
or souls of the men who built the Pyramids of 
Egypt, the Temples of Greece and other great 

* Lecture bv Dr. Ernst Wagner: "Works of Art as Record* of the 
Evolution of Humanity." 
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monumento, human thougbts alone were respon- 
sive for the impulscs and aims expressed in the 
forma, the coloni* and so on. For in those 
timet the Gods thcmselves were working through 
the bandi, the heads and the hearts of men. 

The Fourth Post-Atlantean epoch already 
lies in the far past and our age is the first perìod 
of time in which the Gods put man's own free, 
spiritual activity to the test True, the Gods 
do not refuse their hdp, but they vouchsafe it 
only when by the strength of aspiration developed 
in the soul through a number of incarnations, 
men make thcmselves worthy to receive the 
forces streaming to them from above. What 
we ourselves have to create is essentially /iew— 
in the sense that we must work with forces differing 
altogether from those in operation in byegone 
times. We have to create out of the free activity 
of our own human souls. The hallmark of our 
age is consciausness — it is the epoch of the Con- 
sciousness Soul, the Spiritual Soul. And if the 
future is to receive from us such works of culture 
and of art as we have received from the past, 
we must create out of full and clear consciousness, 
free from any influence arising from the sub- 
conscious life. That is why we must open our 
minds and hearts to thoughts which shed light 
upon the task ahead of us. Only if we know 
upon what laws and fundamental spiritual 
impulses our work must be grounded, only if 
what we do is in line and harmony with the 
evolutionary forces operating in mankind as 
a whole — only then will achievement be within 
our reach. . . . And now let us turn to certain 
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fundamental ideas which con make our work 
fruitful— for what we havc to create must be 
basically, and in its very essence, new. 

In a certain sense our intention is to build a 
Tempie which is also to be a place of teaching — 
as were the ancient Temples of the Mysterìes. 
Buildings erected to enshrìne what men have 
held most sacred have always been known as 
Temples. You have already heard how the 
life of the human soul in the different epochs 
carne to expression in the temple-buildings. 
When with insight and warmth of soul we study 
these buildings, differences are at once apparent. 
A very strìking example is afforded by the fonns 
of temples béLongmg to the Second Post- Atlantean 
epoch of culture. Outwardly, at any rate, very 
little is left of these temples of the ancient Persian 
epoch, and their originai form can only be dimly 
pictured or reconstructed from the Akasha 
Chronicle. Something reminiscent of their forms 
did indeed find its way into the later temples of 
the third epoch, into Babylonian-Assyrìan 
architecture and above ali into the temples of 
Asia Minor, but only to the extent that the struc- 
ture of these later buildings was influenced by 
the conditions obtaining in that region of the 
Earth. 

What was the most strìking and significant 
feature of this early Art of Building ? 

Documentary records have little information 
to give on the subject. But if, assuming that 
investigation of the Akasha Chronicle itsélf is 
not possible, we study the buildings of a later 
epoch, gleaning from them some idea of what 
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the earlier temples in that part of the world may 
have been, it vri31 dawn upon us that in these very 
ancient temples» everything depended upon the 
facade, upon the impression made by the frontage 
of the tempie upon those who approached its 
portals. A man who made his way through this 
fafade into the interior of the tempie, would have 
fdt : " The fa^ade spoke to me in a secret, 
mysterious language. In the interior of the 
tempie I find everything that was striving to 
express itself in the fafade." He would have 
fdt this no matter whether he carne as a layman 
or as one who had to some extent been initiated. 

If we now turn from these temples — the 
character of which can only be dimly surmised 
by those unable to read the Akasha Chronicle — 
if we now turn to the temples, the pyramids or 
other sacred monuments of Egypt, we find some- 
thing altogether different. Sphinxes and symbolic 
figures of mystery and grandeur stand before us 
as we approach an ancient Egyptian Tempie; 
even the obelisks are enigmas. The Sphinx 
and the Pyramids are riddles — so much so that 
the German philosopher Hegel spoke of this 
Art as the " Art of the Riddle." The upward- 
rising form of the pyramid in which there is 
scarcely an aperture, seems to enshrine a mystery; 
from outside at any rate, a fafade is indicated 
only in the form of a riddle presented to us. In 
the interior, as well as information on manifold 
secrets contained in the ancient mystery-scripts 
or what later took their place, we find indications 
in the innermost sanctuary, of how the hearts and 
souls of men were led to the God who dwelt in 
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deep concealment within the tempie. The build- 
ing enshrìnes the most sacred Mystery — the 
Mystery of the God. The pyramids, too, are 
shrines around the holìest secret of humanity, 
namely, Initiation. These buildings shut them- 
selves off from the outer world, together with the 
Mystery they contain. 

Passing now to the temples of Greece, we find 
that they retain the basic principle of many 
Egyptian temples in that we have to think of the 
Greek Tempie as the d welling place of the Divine- 
Spirìtual ; but the outer structure itself indicates 
a further stage. In its wonderful expression of 
dynamic power, of inner forces weaving in the 
forms, it is whole and complete, intrinsically 
perfect— an Infinitude in itself. The Greek God 
dwells within the tempie. In this building, with 
its columns which in themselves reveal their 
function as 'bearers' capable of supporting 
what lies upon them, the God is enshrined in 
something that is whole and perfect in itself; 
an infinitude is here embodied, within Earth- 
existence. This is expressed in the whole form 
and in every detail of the building. 

The idea of the tempie as an expression of ali 
that is most precious to man, is embodied in the 
Christian Tempie or Church. Such buildings, 
erected orìginally over a grave, indeed over the 
Grave of the Redeemer, culminate in the spire 
which tapers upwards to the heights. Here we 
have before us the expression of an altogether 
new impulse, whereby Christian architecture is 
distinguished from that of Greece. The Greek 
Tempie is, in itself, one complete, dynamic 
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wholc. The Church of Chrìstendom is quite 
different. I once said that by its very nature, a 
tempie dedicated to Pallas Athene, to Apollo 
or to Zeus needs no human being near it or inside 
it ; it stands there in its own self-contained, 
solitary majesty as the dwelling-place of the God. 
The Greek Tempie is an infinitude in itself in 
that it is the dwelling-place of the God. And it 
is really the case that the farther away human 
beings are from the tempie itself, the truer is 
the effect it makes upon us. Paradoxical as it 
may seem, this is the conception underlying the 
Greek Tempie. The Church of Chrìstendom is 
quite different. The cali of a Christian church 
goes out to the hearts and minds of the Faithful ; 
and every one of the f orms in the space we enter 
tells us that it is there to receive the community, 
the thoughts and aspirations of the congregation. 
There could hardly have been a truer iustinct 
than that which coined the word Dom for the 
Tempie of Christianity, for Dom expresses a 
gathering-together, a togetherness of human 
beings. (Dom is akin to tum f as in Volkstum). 

We cannot fail to realise that a Gothic building, 
with its characteristic forms, is tryìng to express 
something that is never as separate and complete 
in itself as a Greek Tempie. Every Gothic form 
seems to reach out beyond its own boundaries, 
to express the aspirations and searchings of those 
within the walls ; there is everywhere a kind of 
urge to break through the enclosing walls and 
mingle with the universe. The Gothic arch 
arose, of course, from a deep feeling for the 
dynamic element ; but there is something in ali 
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Gothic forms which seems to lead out and beyond; 
they strive as it were to make themselves per- 
meable. One of the reasons why a Gothic 
building makes its wonderful impressioni is that 
the multi-coloured Windows provide such a 
mysterious and yet such a naturai link between 
the interior space and the all-pervading light. 
Could there be any sight in the world more 
radiant and glorious than that of the tight weaving 
through the coloured Windows of a Gothic 
cathedral among the tiny specks of dust ? Could 
any enclosed space make a more majestic impress- 
ion than this — where even the enclosing walls 
seem to lead out beyond, where the interior space 
itself reaches out to the mysteries of infinite space ? 
From this rapid survey of a lengthy period in 
the development of temple-architecture, we cannot 
have failed to realise that its progress is based 
upon underlying law. But for ali that, we stili 
confront a kind of Sphinx. What is really at 
the root of it ? Why has it developed in just 
this way? Can any explanation be given of 
those remarkable frontages and fa$ades covered 
with strange figures of winged animate and winged 
wheels, of the curious pillars and columns to be 
found in the region of Asia Minor as the last 
surviving fragments of the first stage of temple- 
architecture ? These frontages teli us something 
very remarkable « . . exactly the same, in reality, 
as the experience which arises within the tempie 
itself. Can there be any greater enigma than 
the foijns which are to be seen on fragments 
preserved in modem museums ? What principle 
underlies it ali ? 

13 



Digitized 



by Google 



There is an cxplanation, but it can only be 
found through insight into the thoughts and aims 
of those who participated in the building of these 
temples. This, of course, is a matter in which 
the help of occultism is indispensable. What 
is a Tempie of Asia Minor, in reality? Does 
its prototype or model exist anywhere in the 
world ? 

The following will indicate what this prototype 
is, and throw Ught upon the whole subject. 
Imagine a human being lying on the ground, in 
the act of raising his body and his countenance 
uprìght. He raises his body upwards from the 
ground in order that it may come within the 
sphere of the downstreaming spiritual forces 
and be united with them. This image will give 
you an inkling of the inspiration from which the 
architectural forms of the early temples of Asia 
Minor were born. Ali the pillare, capitals and 
remarkable forms of such temples are a symbolic 
expression of what we may feel at the sight of a 
human being raising himself uprìght — with the 
movements of his hands, his' features, the look 
on his face, and so on. If with the eyes of the 
Spirit we are able to look behind this countenance 
into the inner man, into the microcosm that is an 
image of the macrocosmi we should find, inasmuch 
as the countenance expresses the inner man, 
that the countenance and the inner man are 
related in just the same way as the fa?ade or 
frontage of a tempie of Asia Minor was related 
to its interior. A human being in the act of 
raising himself uprìght — that is what the early 
tempie of Asia Minor expresses, not as a copy, 
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but as the undcrlying motif and ali that this 
motif suggests. The spiritual picture given by 
Anthroposophy of the physical nature of man 
helps us to realìse the sense in which such a 
tempie was an expression of the microcosmi of 
man. Understanding of the aspiring human 
being, therefore, sheds light on the fundamental 
character of that early Art of Building. Man 
as a physical being has bis spiritual counterpart 
in those remarkable temples of which only 
fragments and débris have survived. This could 
be pointed out in every detail, down to the winged 
wheels and the originai forms of ali such designa. 
The Tempie is—Man ! rings to us across the ages 
like a clarion cali. 

And now let us turn to the temples of Egypt 
and of Greece. Man can be described not only 
as a physical being, but also as a being of soul. 
When we approach man on Earth as a being of 
soul, ali that we perceive in bis eyes, his counten- 
ance, his gestures, is, to begin with, a riddle as 
great in every respect as that presented by the 
Egyptian Tempie. It is within man that we find 
the holy of holies — accessible only to those who 
can find the way from the outer to the inner. 
And there, in the innermost sanctuary, a human 
soul is concealed, just as the God and the secrets 
of the Mysteries were concealed in the Temples 
and Pyramids of Egypt. 

But the soul is not so deeply concealed in man 
as to be unable to find expression in his whole 
hearing and appearance. When the soul truly 
permeates the body, the body can become the 
outward expression and manifestation of the 
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soul. The human body is then revealed to us as 
a work of artistic perfection, permeateci by soul, 
an infinitude complete in itself. And now look 
for somethìng in the visible world that is as whole 
and perf ect in itself as the physical body of man 
permeated by soul. In respect of dynamic 
perfection you will find nothing except the Greek 
Tempie which, in its self-contained perfection, 
is at the same time the dwelling-place and the 
expression of the God. And in the sense that 
man, as microcosm, is soul within a body, so is 
the tempie of Egypt and of Greece, in reality, 
MAN! 

The human being raising himself upright — 
that is the prototype of the orientai tempie. 
The human being standing on the soil of the 
Earth, concealing a mysterious world within 
himself but able to let the forces of this inno* 
world stream perpetually through his being, 
dirccting his gaze horizontally forward—ÙiaX is 
the Greek Tempie. Again the annals of world- 
history teli us : The Tempie is—MAN ! 

We come now to our own epoch. Its origin 
is to be found in the f ruits of the ancient Hebrew 
culture and of Christianity, of the Mystery of 
Golgotha, although, to begin with, the new 
impulse had to find its way through architectural 
forms handed down from Egypt and from Greece. 
But the urge is to break through these forms, 
to break through their boundaries in such a way 
that they lead out beyond ali enclosed space to 
the weaving life of the universe. The seeds of 
whatever comes to pass in the future ha ve been 
laid down in the past. The tempie of the future 
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is foreshadowed, mysteriously, in the past. And 
as I am speakìng of something that is a perpetuai 
riddle in the evolution of humanity, I can hardly 
do otherwise than speak of the riddle itsdf in 
rather enigmatical words. 

Constant reference is made to Solomon's 
Tempie. We know that this tempie was meant 
to be an expression of the spiritual realities of 
human evolution. We hear much of this Tempie 
of Solomon. But a question that leads nowhere 
— and here lies the enigma— -is often put to men 
living on the physical Earth. It is asked : Has 
anyone actually seen King Solomon's Tempie ? 
Is there anyone who ever saw it, in ali its truth 
and glory? Here indeed there is a riddle ! 
Herodotus travelled in Egypt and the region 
of Asia Minor only a few centuries after the 
Tempie of Solomon must already have been 
in existence. From the descriptions of bis 
travels — and they mention matters of far less 
importance — we know that he must have passed 
within a few miles of Solomon's Tempie, but 
he did not set eyes upon it. People had not seen 
this tempie ! The enigma of it ali is that here 
I have to speak of something that certainly 
existed — and yet had not been seen. But so it 
is . . . In Nature, too, there is something that 
may be present and yet not be seen. The com- 
parison is not perfect, however, and to press it 
any further would lead wide of the mark. Plants 
are contained within their seeds, but human eyes 
do not see the plants within the seeds. This 
comparison, as I say, must not be pressed any 
further; for anyone who attempted to base an 
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«xplanation of Solomon's Tempie upon it would 
be speaking quite falsely. In the way I bave 
«xpressed it, however, the comparison is correct — 
the comparison between the seed of a plant and 
the Tempie of Solomon. 

What is the aim of Solomon's Tempie? Its 
aim is the same as that of the Tempie of the 
Future. The physical human being can be 
described by Anthroposophy ; the human being 
as the tempie of the soul can be described by 
Psychosophy ; and as Spirit, the human being 
<an be described by Pneumatosophy. Can we 
not then picture man spiritually in the following 
*way : — We envisage a human being lying on the 
ground and raising himself upright ; then we 
picture him standing before us as a self-contained 
whole, a self-grounded, independent infinitude, 
^vith eyes gazing straight forward ; and then we 
picture a man whose gaze is directed to the heights, 
who raises his soul to the Spirit and receives the 
Spirit ! To say that the Spirit is spiritual is 
tautology, but for ali that it underlines what is 
here meant, namely, that the Spirit is the super- 
sensible reality. Art, however, can work only 
in the realm of sense, can create forms only in 
the world of sense. In other words : The spirit 
that is received into the soul must be able to 
pour into form. Just as the human being raising 
himself upright and then the human being Con- 
solidated in himself were the prototypes of the 
ancient temples, so the prototype of the tempie 
of the future must be the human soul into which 
the Spirit has been received. The mission of our 
,age is to initiate an Art of Building which shall 
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be able to speak with ali clarity to the men of 
future times : The Tempie ìs—Man — the Man who 
receives the Spirit into his soul ! But this Art 
of Building will differ from ali its predecessore, 
We now come back to what was said at the 
beginning of the lecture. 

With our physical eyes we can actually see a 
man who is in the act of raising himself upright. 
But man as a being pervaded by soul must be 
inwardly felt, inwardly perceived. And this was 
indeed the case — as you heard this morning when 
the lecturer so graphically said that the sight of 
a Greek Tempie " makes us feel the very marrow 
of our bones." Truly, the Greék Tempie lives 
in us because we are that Tempie, in so far as we 
are each of us a microcosm permeated by soul. 
The quickening of the soul by the Spirit is an 
invisible, supersensible fact . . . and yet it must 
become perceptible in the world of sense if it 
is to be expressed in Art. No epoch except our 
own and the epochs to come could give birth 
to this form of Art. It is for us to make the 
beginning, although it can be no more than a 
beginning, an attempt . . . rather like the tempie 
which having been once whole and perfect in 
itself, strove in the Church of Christendom to 
break through its own walls and make connection 
with the weaving life of the universe. 

What have we to build? 

We have to build something that will be the 
completion of this striving. With the powers 
that Spiritual Science can awaken in us, we must 
try to create an interior which in the effects 
produced by its colours, forms and other features, 
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is a place set apart— and yet, at the same time, 
is not shut off, inasmuch as wherever we look 
a challenge seems to come to our eyes and our 
hearts to penetrate through the walls, so that in 
the seclusion as it were of a sanctuary, we are at 
the same time one with the weaving life of the 
Divine. The tempie that belongs truly to the 
future will have walls — and yet no walls ; its 
interior will have renounced every trace of egoism 
that may be associated with an enclosed space, 
and ali its colours and forms will give expression 
to a selfless strìving to receive the inpouring 
forces of the universe. 

At the opening of our building in Stuttgart* 
I tried to indicate what can be achieved in this 
direction by colours, to what extent colours can 
be the link with the Spirìts of the surrouriding 
world, with the all-pervading spiritual atmosphere. 
And now let us ask : Where does the supersensible 
being of man become externally manifest? 
When does an indication reach us of the super- 
sensible reality within physical man? Only 
when man speaks, when his inner life of soul 
pours into the word ;- when the word is the 
embodiment of wisdom and prayer which — 
without any element of sentimentality — enshrines 
world-mysteries and entrusts them to man's 
keeping. The word that becomes flesh within 
the human being is the Spirit, the spirituality 
which is expressing itself in the physical human 
being. And we shall either create the building 
we ought to create . . . or we shall fail, in which 

• Set the toctiue : " Die okkulte Getkhtspunkte dei Stnttgarter Baoee ." 
Stuttgart, October, 1911. 
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case the task will bave to be left to those who 
come after us. But we shall succeed if, for the 
first time, we give the interior the most perfect 
forni that is possible to-day — quite apart from 
the outside appearance of the building. The 
exterior may or may not be prosaic . . . that does 
not fundamentally matter. The outside appear- 
ance is there for the secular world — with which 
the interior is not concerned. It is the interior 
that is of importance. And what will this 
interior be? 

At every turn our eyes will light upon some- 
thing that seems to say to us : This interior, with 
its language of colours and forms, in its whole 
living reality, is an expression of the deepest 
spirituality that man can entrust to the sphere of 
his bodily nature. The mystery of Man as 
revealed to wisdom and to prayer, and the forms 
which surround the space, will be one in such 
a building. And the words sent forth into this 
space will set their own range and boundaries, 
so that as they strike upon the walls they will find 
something to which they are so attuned that what 
has issued from the human being will resound 
back into the interior. The dynamic power of 
the word will go forth from the centre to the 
periphery and the interior space itself will then 
re-echo the proclamation and message of the 
Spirit. This interior will set and maintain its 
own boundaries and at the same time open itself 
freely to the spiritual infinitudes. 

Such a building could not have existed hitherto, 
for Spiritual Science alone is capable of creating 
it. And if Spiritual Science does not do this in 
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our day, future epochs wìll demand it of us. 
Just as the Tempie of Western Asia, the Tempie 
of Egypt, the Tempie of Greece, the Church or 
Cathedxal of Chrìstendom have arisen in the 
course of the evolution of humanity, so must 
the place of the Mysteries of Spiritual Science — 
secluded from the material affaire of the world 
and open to the spiritual world — be born from 
the Spirit of man as the work of art of the future. 

Nothing that is already in existence can pre- 
figure the ideal structure that ought, one day, 
to stand before us. Everything, in a certain 
sense, must be absolutely and in essence new. 
Naturally, it will arise in a form as yet imperfect, 
but at least it will be a beginning, leading to higher 
and higher stages of perfection in the same domain. 

Ho w can men of the modem age become mature 
enough to understand the nature of such a build- 
ing? 

No trae art can arise unless it is born from the 
whole Spirit of an epoch in human evolution. 
During the second year of my studies at the 
Technical High School in Vienna, Ferstel, the 
architect of the Votivkirche there, said something 
in his Presidential Address which often comes 
back to me. On the one side his words seemed 
to me at the time to strike a discordant note, but 
on the other, to be absolutely characteristic of the 
times. Ferstel made the strange statement : 
" Styles of architecture cannot just be found, 
cannot be invented." To these words there should 
should really be added : " Styles of architecture 
are born from the intrinsic character of the 
peoples." Up to now, our age has shown nò 
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aptitude, as did the men of old, for finding 
styles of architecture and of building and then 
placing them before the world. Styles of 
architecture are " found," but in the real sense 
only when they are born from the spirti of art 
epodi. How can we to-day reach some under- 
standing of the Spirit of our age by which alone 
the trae architecture of the future can be found ?. . 
I shall try now to approach the subject from quite 
a difFerent angle and point of view. 

During the course of our work, I have come 
across artists in many different domains who feel 
a kind of fear, a kind of dread of spiritual know- 
ledge, because Spiritual Science tries to open up 
a certain understanding of works of art and the 
impulses out of which they were created. It 
is quite trae that efibrts are made to interpret 
sagas, legends, and works of art, too, in the 
lìght of Spiritual Science, to explain the impulses 
underlying them. But so often it happens — and 
it is very understandable — that an artist recoils 
from such interpretations because, especially 
when he is really creative, he feels : * When I try 
to formulate in concepts or ideas something that 
I feel to be a living work of art, or at least a 
fertile intuition, I lose ali power of originality r 
I lose everything I want to express — the content 
as well as the form.' ... I assure you that little 
has been said to me throujgh the course of the 
years with which I have greater sympathy. For 
if one is at ali sensitive to these things, it is only 
too easy to understand the repulsion that an 
artist must feel when he finds one of his own works 
or a work he loves, being analysed and * explained/ 
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That a work of art should be taken in band by the 
intdlect is a really dreadful thought for the artist 
who is presene somewhere, with ali of use. We 
seem to be aware of an almost deathlike smeli 
when we bave an edition of Goethe's Faust before 
us . . . and there, at the bottoni of the pages are 
the analytical notes of some scholar who may 
even be wrìting them as a philosopher, not merely 
as a philologist ! How ought we to regard these 
things ? I will try to make the point clear to you, 
very briefly, by means of an example. 

I have before me the latest edition of the legend 
of " The Seven Wise Masters," published this 
year by Diederichs. It is an old legend of which 
many different versions exist. Fragments of 
it are to be found practically ali over Europe. 
It is a remarkable story, beautiful and artistically 
composed. I am, of course, speaking here of the 
art of epic poetry, but the same kind of treatment 
might also be applied to architectural art. I 
cannot take you through ali that is contained, 
sometimes in rather unpolished phraseology, 
in this legend of the Seven Wise Masters, but I 
will give you a skeleton outline of it. 

A series of episodes graphically narrated in 
connection with one main theme, have the follow- 
ing superscription : " Here begins the Book which 
tells of Pontianus the Empeiror, his wife the 
Empress and his son, the young Prince Diocletian, 
how the Emperor desired to hang his son on the 
gallows, and how he is saved by words spoken 
each day by Seven Wise Masters." 

An Emperor has a wife and by her a son, 
Diocletian. She dies, and the Emperor takes a 

24 



Digitized 



by Google 



sccond wìfe. His son Dìocletìan is his lawf ul 
heir ; by the sccond wife he has no son. The 
Urne comes for the edncation of Diocletian. It 
ìs announced that this wìll be entrusted to the 
most emìnent and wisest men in the land, and 
Seven Wise Masters then come f orward to under- 
take it. The Emperor's second wife longs to 
have a son of her own in order that ber stepson 
may not succeed his father ; but her wish is not 
fulfilled and she then proceeds to poison the mind 
of the Emperor against his son ; finally she 
resotves to get rid of the son at ali costs. For 
seven years Diocletian receives instruction from 
the Seven Wise Masters, amassing a wide range of 
knowlcdge— sevenfold knowledge. Butinacertain 
respect he has outgrown the wisdom that the 
Seven Wise Masters had been able to impart to 
him. He has, for instance, himself discovered 
a certain star in the heavens and it is thereby 
intimated to him that when he returns to his 
father, he must remain dumb for seven consecu- 
tive days, must utter no single word and appear 
to be a simpleton. But knowing too, that the 
Empress is intent upon his death, he asks the 
Seven Wise Masters to save him. And now the 
following happens, seven times in succession. 
The son comes home, but the Empress tells the 
Emperor a story with the object of persuading 
him to let his son be hanged. The Emperor 
gives his assent, for the story has convinced and 
decply moved him. The son is led out to the 
gallows in the presence of the Emperor and on 
the way they come upon the first of the Seven 
Wise Masters. When the Emperor holds him 
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responsiWc for his son's stupidity, he — the first 
of the Masters— asks leave to teli the Emperor 
a story, and recetves permission. " Very well," 
says the Wise Man, " but first you must allow 
your son to come home, for it is my wish that he 
shall listen to us before he is hanged." The 
Emperor acquiesoes and when they have returned 
to their home, the first of the Seven Wise Masters 
tells his story. This story makes such an 
impression upon the Emperor that he allows his 
son to go free. But the next day the Empress 
tells the Emperor another story, and again the son 
is condemned to death. As he is being led to the 
gallows, the second of the Seven Wise Masters 
comes forward, begging leave to teli the Emperor 
a story before the hanging takes place. Again 
the upshot is that Diocletian stili lives. The same 
happenings repeat themselves seven times over, 
until the eighth day has come and Diocletian is 
able to speak. This is the story of how the 
Emperor's son comes to be saved. 

The whole tale and its climax are graphically 
told. And now, think of it : We take the hook 
and absorb ourselves in it ; the graphic, if at times 
rather crude pictures, cannot fail to delight us ; 
we are carried away by a really masterly portrayal 
of souls. But such a story immediately makes 
people cali out for an • explanation.' Would it 
always have been so ? No indeed ! It is only 
so in our own age, the Fifth Post-Atlantean 
epoch, when the intellect predominates everything. 
In the days when this story was actually written, 
nobody would have been asked to 'explain* 
it But the verdict nowadays is that explanation 
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is necessary . . . and so one makes up one's mind 
to give it. And after ali, it is not difficult. The 
Emperor's first wìfe has given him a son who is 
destined to receive teaching from Seven Wise 
Masters and wfaose soul has descended from times 
when men were stili endowed with naturai powers 
of clairvoyance. The soul has lost this clair- 
voyance but the human 4 1 ' has remained — and 
can be instructed by the Seven Wise Masters, 
who are presented to us in many different forms. 
As I once said, we have essentially the same theme 
in the seven daughters of Jethro, the priest of 
Midian, who carne to Moses by the well belonging 
to their father ; he, eventually, became the father- 
in-law of Moses. In the Middle Ages, too, there 
are the seven Liberal Arts. The second wife of 
the Emperor who has no consciousness of the 
Divine, represents the human soul as it is 
to-day, when it has lost consciousness of the 
Divine and is therefore also unable to * have a son.' 
Diocletian, the son, is instructed in secret by 
the Seven Wise Masters and must finally be 
freed by means of the powers he has acquired 
from these Seven. And so we could continue, 
giving an absolutely correct interpretation which 
would certainly be useful to our contemporaries. 
But what of our artistic sense ? I do not know 
whether what I now have to say will find an 
echo or not ! When we read and absorb such a 
hook and then try to be clever, explaining it 
quite correctly, in the way demanded by the 
modem age, we cannot help feeling that we have 
wronged it, fundamentally wronged it. There 
is no getting away from the fact that a skeleton 
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of abstract concepts has been substituted f or the 
work of art in ali its living reality— whcther the 
explanation is trae or false, illuminating or the 
reverse. 

The greatest work of art of ali is the world itself 
— Macrocosm or Microcosm ! In oldcn times 
the secrets of the world were expressed in pictures, 
or symbols. We, in our day, bring the intellect, 
and Spiritual Science too, to bear upon the 
ancicnt wisdom which has been the seed of the 
culture of the Fifth Post-Atlantean epoch. We 
do this in order to * explain ' the seCrets of the 
world. In comparison with the living reality 
this is just as abstract and barren as a commentary 
in comparison with the work of art itself. 
Although Spiritual Science is necessary, although 
the times demand it, neverthcless in a certain 
respect we must fed it to be a skeleton in com- 
parison with the living realities of existence. It is 
indeed so. When Theosophy keeps only our 
intellects busy, when with our intellects we draw 
up tables and coin ali kinds of technical 
exprcssions, Theosophy is nothing but a skeleton 
— above ali when it is speaking of the living 
human being. It begins to be a little more 
bearable when we are able to picture, for instance, 
the conditions of existence on Satura, Sun ànd 
Moon, the earlier epochs of Earth-evohttion 
or the work of the several Hierarchies. But to 
say that the human being consists of physical 
body, ether-body, astrai body and Ego — or 
Manas and Kama-Manas . . . this is really dread- 
ful, and it is even more dreadful to have charts 
and tables of these things. Thinkingof the human 
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human being in ali his majesty, I can scarcely 
imagine anything more horrible than to be 
surrounded in a great hall by a numbcr of living 
people and to have on the blackboard besidc 
one a chart of the seven principles of man ! But 
so, alas, it must be . . . and there is no getting 
away from it. It is not, pcrhaps, actually 
necessary to inflict these things upon our eyes — 
they are anything but pleasing to look at — but 
we must have them before the eyes of the soul ! 
That is part of the mission of our age. And 
whatever may be said against these things from 
the point of view of art, they are, after ali, part 
and parcel of the times in which we live. 

But how can we get beyond this ? In a certain 
respect we have to be arid and prosale Theo- 
sophists ; we have to strip the world bare of 
its secrets and drag glorìous works of art into 
the desert of abstract concepts, reiterating ali 
the time that we are " Theosophists ! " How 
can we get out of this dilemma ? 

There is only one way. We must feel that 
Theosophy is for us a Cross and a Sacrìfice, that 
in a sense it takes away from us practically ali 
the Uving substance of world-secrets in the 
possession of mankind hitherto. And no degree 
of intensity is too great for words in which I 
want to bring home to you that for everything 
that truly lives, in the course of the evolution 
of mankind and of the Divine World too, 
Theosophy must, to begin with, be a field of 
corpses. 

But if we realise that pain and sufiering are 
inseparable from Theosophy, in that it brings 
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knowledge of what is grcatcst and most sublime 
in the world, if we fed that we have in us one 
of the divine impulses of its mission — then 
Thcosophy is a corpse which rìses out of the 
grave and celebrate its resurrection. Nobody 
will rejoice to find the world being stripped of 
its mysterics; but on the other hand nobody 
will fed and know the creative power inherent 
in the mysteries of the world as truly as those 
who realise that the source of their own creative 
power flows from Christ, Who having carried 
the Cross to the * Place of Skulls,' passed through 
death. This is the Cross in the sphere of know- 
ledge which Theosophy carries in order to 
experience death and then, from within the grave, 
to see a new world of life arising. A man who 
quickcns and transforms bis very soul— in a 
way that the intellect can never do-^a man who 
suffers a kind of death in Theosophy, will fed 
in his own life a source of those impulses in Art 
which can turn into reality what I have outlined 
before you to-day. 

Trae spiritual perception is part and parcel 
of the aim before us — and we believe that the 
Johannesbau-Verein will hdp to make this aim 
understood in the world. I hardly think any 
other words are needed in order to bring home 
to you that this Building can be for Anthro- 
posophists one of those things which the heart 
feels to be a vital necessity in the stream of 
world-events. For when it comes to the question 
of whether Anthroposophy will find a wider 
response in the world to-day, so much more 
depends upon deed than upon any answer 
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expressed in words or thoughts ; very much 
depends, too, upon everyone contributing, as 
far as he can, to the aìm which has found such 
splendid understanding on the part of the 
Johannesbau-Verein and may thus be able to 
take its real place in the evolution of mankind. 
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THE MOTHER OF OUR LORD 

There was once a gentle maiden 
With noble heart and true, 
Who walked in sweet humility, 
And God's will sought to do. 

And this meek and lowly virgin 
Was ordained of God to be 
The Mother of our Saviour 
Who died on Mount Calvary. 

'Twas a great and wondrous honour, 
The news by angel voiced, 
And the gentle heart of Mary 
Must have trembled and rejoiced. 

And when the Infant Jesus 
In her arms she safely held 
What a flood of deep emotion 
In her bosom must have swelled 1 

Not again can human maiden 
Be thus privileged as then, 
But we ali may share the blessing 
Christ our Saviour brought to men. 
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" NOT DISOBEDIENT UNTO THE HEAVENLY 
VISION " 

(Acts 26 : 19) 

Give us, O Lord, a vision of Thy beauty 
That we may see Thee even as Thou art 
And, seeing Thee, may come to bear Thine image 
And feel the deepest longings of Thine heart. 

Give us a vision of Thy love toward us, 

Thy gracious plans and pu^poses divine, 

That we may know the place of Thine appointment 

And shape our lives to Thy complete design. 

Give us a vision of the souls who wander 
Far from Thy keeping in life's dreary ways, 
Those whose desires are bounded by things earthly 
And in whose hearts there is no song of praise. 

-^ 
Give us a vision of the lonely-hearted, 
The deaf , the maimed, the halting and the blind, 
Those who have faltered on the heavenly pathway, 
Those who have never known the way to find. 

Give us a vision of the need for labourers 
In Thy great harvest field so wide and white, 
And grant, Lord, with the heavenly vision splendid 
^ Grace to obey and and will to do the right. 
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THE CHRISTMAS CAROL 

There's a sound of sweetest music; 
Tis the happy Christmas song 
Which is sung in crowded cities 
'Mid the busy bustling throng, 

And in quiet lonely hamlets, 
And in towns both great and small. 
Of ali the songs in memory 
This carors best of ali. 

For its message glad and peaceful 
Comes afresh our hearts to cheer, 
As the birthday of our Saviour 
Is remembered year by year. 

How He carne a little baby 
To this very world of ours, 
Born to die for us and save us 
From our sins and Satan's powers. 

Let us hearken to the chorus 
Which the angel voices sang, 
When their glad and glorious carol 
O'er the hills of Judah rang. 
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HELP IN NEED 

I ani so glad, dear Lord, that Thou 
Dost ali about me know, 
Not only ali my failures, 
But strivings for good below. 

That Thou hast strength for my weakness, 
Help for mine every need, 
And in Thy strength I can conquer 
Wherever Thou dost lead. 

But only the path Thou choosest 
Will bring full rest to me, 
So I ask Thee, draw me ever 
Qose and closer to Thee. 



ALL THINGS 

In our need and in our darkness, 
Grant us Thine enlightenment. 
Help us ali Thy will to welcome, 
Give us hearts of cairn contetit. 

For we know ali things together 
For our good are working out 
When we love Thee as our Father, 
And Thy wisdom do not doubt. 
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A PRAYER 

Kindle a flame of love, dear Lord, 
In this dark heart of mine, 
That I may love Thee more and more 
Till I am wholly Thine. 

Grant me the peace of sins forgiven, 
Lend me Thy Spirit's aid, 
That I with joy may overflow, 
And meet for Heaven be made. 

Help me to follow dose to Thee, 
That I for Thee may win 
Souls who have wandered far away 
In the dark paths of sin. 



HIS REFLECTION 

As the moon reflects the glory 
Of the stronger, brighter sun, 
So our lives should mirror Jesus 
And the victory He has won. 

Over sin and over sadness, 

Over sorrow and despair. 

Yes, our lives should show forth Jesus 

And His beauty everywhere. 
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REDEEMING LOVE 

I cannot undeistand it, Lord, 

Thy precious love, f or me 

Which brought Thee ali the way from Heaven 

To die on Calvary. 

But this I know, 'tis trae indeed 
That Thou hast died for me, 
And paid the price for ali my sins 
That I might now be free. 

And so, dear Lord, I ask of Thee 
To give such love to me 
That I may do Thy holy will 
And follow Thee faithfully ; 

That ali my life may be a note 
Of thanks to Thee and praise, 
Not only when by word and tongue 
A hymn to Thee I raise. 
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MISSIONARY SHIP 

There's a ship far out upon the sea ! 
Where is it going to ? Oh, dear me 

It's passed oùt of sight, and 1*11 never know 
Where it carne from, and where did it go. 

But maybe some day FU a captain be 
And sail a ship on the wide blue sea, 

With bales and bales of goods to sell, 
And money to buy lots more as well. 

But p'raps after ali it's not enough 
Just to sail around with merchants' stuff, 

'Cause you know there's things that money can't buy; 
There's the news about Jesus coming to die, 

And there's people stili who've never been told, 
Though the news is more than a thousand years old. 

And God wants that everybody should know 
And should come to the Saviour dear, and so, 

P'raps 1*11 have a missionary ship 
And go round the world on a Bible trip. 
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THE CENTRE OF GOD'S WILL 

Help me, dcar Father, by Thy grace 
To nnd the onty blessed place, 
The centre of Thy will for me, 
Where I can live and work for Thee. 

Help me to know Thy perfect will, 
To follow Thee through good or ili. 
Help me to have no will save Thine, 
But when discerned to make it mine. 

Grant me, I pray, Thy perfect rest, 
Assured that Thy dear will is best, 
That where Thou leadest Thou wilt keep, 
Though paths be rough and hills be steej>. 

Thou who canst cairn the raging tide, 
Thou who canst break the stubborn pride, 
Thou art the Great Almighty One, 
And I am Thine while ages run. 

For I have brought my load of sin 
To Him who died our souls to win, 
And He has borne it ali for me, 
So that I might be glad and free. 

I thank Thee, Lord, that this is so, 
That in Thy strength I face the foe, 
That Thou wilt never, never leave 
The soul that would to Jesus cleave. 

Thou art my strength in whom I trust, 
My hope which never can be lost. 
Thou art my anchor and my stay, 
And Thou wilt keep me safe alway. 



io 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



HELP FROM THE LORD 

When our spirits are sore affrighted, 
Speak, Lord, then, and say ' It is I '. 
Assure us of Thy gracious presence, 
And help us on Thee to rely. 

Like Peter who walked on the water, 
May we too come out at Thy cali, 
And, trusting in Thee to uphold us, 
May we not away from Thee fall. 

Should Thy voice say ' Launch out more deeply ', 
May we be found swift to obey, 
To follow where Thou dost lead us, 
Say what Thou wouldsthave us say. 

Help us not to turn from Thy pathway, 
But steadily onWard to go, 
Through trial and danger if need be, 
And in Thy strength meet each foe, 

Grant us to share in Thy victory 
As we seek to walk in Thy way, 
Keep us from faltering or failing, 
And hold us and guard us each day. 

Then guide our frail barque, by Thy mercy, 
Safe into Thine harbour at last, 
That we may find rest in Thy presence 
When life's storms and tempests are past. 
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CHRISTS HERALDS 

Who's willing to go to distant lands, 
Where there's work for many willing hands, 

To spread the love of Christ Jesus dear 
And make the way of salvation clear, 

To kindle hope like the morning star 
In hearts of His children wandering far ? 

And what of His children here at home 
Who never have to the Saviour come ? 

There's many a soul weighed down by care 
Who might with Jesus his burden share. 

If he only knew Christ could relieve, 
And was willing sinners to receive. 

Oh, f òr His Heralds to speed the news, 
And help mankind the Saviour to choose I 
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AUTUMN 

The autumn tints are showing 
In the hedgerows and the trees. 
The haws are turning'crimson, 
And the chili is in the breeze. 

The mornings now are frosty, 
You can feel it in the air. * 
The days are sometimes sunny, 
But of evening chili beware ! 

The dahlias are in blossom, 
The chrysanthemums in bud, 
And the brown leaves are rustling 
In the lanes and in the wood. \ 

The sweet peas are ali withered, 
The delphiniums are gone, 
The days are growing shorter 
As the season passes on. 

The harvest's nearly gathered. 
The wealth óf golden grain 
Will soon be in the granary, 
Safe stored from wind and rain. 

Thank God for harvest blessings, 
To meet our yearly need: 
'Tis He who gives the increase 
When we have sown the seed. 
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STORMY SEAS 

Far outon the stormy sea, 
'Mid the breakers' thunderous roar, 
A ship is tossing about, 
Striving to make for the shore. 

Working with mìght and main 
Is the captata brave and strong. 
Loyal men of the crew x 
Help him to tuge her along. 

Stili the shore seems far away, 
And the journey fraught with pain, 
But as they draw nearer in 
They seem to take heart again. 

To the harbour waters cairn, 
Wearied at last they have come, 
And their spirits are revived 
At sight of the lights of home. 

And their loved ones dearer seem 
To men from the billows saved, 
And the home more welcome stili 
After the dangers they braved. 

And what of life's journey here, 
To the harbour known as Heaven, 
Which is so much more worth while 
Than aught else for which we've striven ? 
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CHRISTMAS BELLS 

As down through the ages 
Ring the happy Christmas bells, 
Let us hearken once again 
To the truth their music tells. 

' Peace on earth, goodwill to men/ 
Ring the tidings loud and clear 
Through the Babe of Bethlehem, 
Jesus Christ our Saviour dear. 



SNOW 

Just watch the swirling snowflakes 
Tumbling down from the sky , 
Decking with white the tree-tops 
And the landscape far and nigh, 

Working the transf ormation, 
Of earth to a f airy scene, 
Spreading a clean white mantle 
Over the toads and the green, 

Piling up in the ditches, 
Bending the branches down, low. 
Oh, what a lovely picture 
Is painted by the snow ! 
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LITTLE THOUGHTS 

If I were a little ship on the sea 
I'd sail far, far away, 
Right out through the golden sunshine 
That shimmers o'er the bay. 

I'd sail abroad from port to port, 

And wonderful things I'd see, 

And curious manners and customs strange 

Wojild ali be known to me. 

If I were a little star in the sky, 
I'd twinkle and twinkle away 
And winjtat childrfcn going to bed 
And shine till the break of day. 

But I'm only a little one on the earth, 

So I can't go far away, 

But my thoughts can go round and up and down 

The whole of the livelong day. 
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À New Chapter in the History of 
Co*operation and Labour : 

THE NORTH WALES QUARRIES LTD. 



Introduction. 

It is just over two years ago that the suggestion of 
starting a co-operative slate quarry at Bethesda was 
revived. The struggle of the quarrymen was then 
attracting widespread attention, and the problem of 
finding work for the men was a pressing one. GraduaUy 
the idea of a co-operative quarry took practical shape. 

At the Doncaster Congress in 1903 the Productive 
Committee of the Co-operative Union brought forward 
a resolution in favour of forming an Industriai and 
Provident Society for the purpose of working a slate 
quarry on co-operative lines, so as to find employment 
for the quarrymen who were then out of work. 

The resolution was proposed by Mr. S. R. Foster, 
Chairman of the Productive Committee, and was as 
f ollows : — 

That this Congress approves of the proposai to 
form an Industriai and Provident Society for the 
purpose of working certain slate quarries in North 
Wales, as a means of providing employment 
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under equitable conditions for the slate workers 
of that district, and heartìly commends the 
project to the notice of Co-operative Societies 
throughout the country for their moral and 
material support. 

The Congress unanimously adopted this resolution, 
and with this encouragement the promoters set to work 
to establish the society, which was shortly afterwards 
registered as the North Wales Quarries Limited. As it 
was intended to appeal more particularly to Co-operative 
Societies and Trade Unions for capital, the first directors 
of the society were chosen, as far as possible, to repre- 
sent both interests. A prospectus was issued, and 
£30,000 of capital asked for. The whole of this did 
not come in at once, but sufficient carne in to justify 
going forward under the special circumstances. 

Propertibs Acquired. 

Three properties were acquired towards the end of 
1903, viz., Pantdreiniog, Moel Faban, and Tanybwlch. 
Later, a new lease (for fifty years) of Pantdreiniog was 
obtained, which gives the society additional property 
for the purpose of further tipping ground. 

A former chief working manager at the Penrhyn 
Quarry, Mr. J. J. Evans, F.R.G.S., who was considered 
the best expert authority on slate quarries, reported 
on this property as follows : — 

" The slate rock that crops up in this property is a 
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continuation of those in the Penrhyn Quarry, which 
stands on the other side of the valley, and known there 
as ' the grey siate/ and known at Mr. Assheton Smith's 
quarry as * the new quarry siate.' The depth or thick- 
ness of this formation in the Penrhyn Quarry, where a 
full development of the same has been made, is over 300 
yards ; and from ali I can see, it is reasonable to expect 
it to be the same in this property." Mr. Evans adds 
" that there are three things on the property which 
greatly enhance its value, viz. : — first, the stream of 
water that runs through it, which is used for pumping 
and can be used for other purposes ; second, the long 
tunnel that has been driven to drain the quarry ; and 
third, the Bethesda Railway Station of the L. & N.-W. 
Ry., which is within a quarter of a mile to the quarry/' 

Mr. Evans also reported on Moel Faban as follows : — 

" The colour of the slate is marketable and the 
cleavage good ; and the rock contains plenty of naturai 
joints, which is an important matter in quarry operations. 
The beds of slates which form the surface in this 
property, viz. : first, the green slates ; and second, the 
upper purple slate of the Cambrian formation, out of 
which a considerable quantity of marketable slates 
have been made. The other beds of slates of the Cam- 
brian formation, which are found in the Penrhyn and 
other quarries in Carnarvonshire, must be following 
under these beds in their naturai position. The position 
of the property is such as will afford great facilities for 
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working the quarry in a cheap manner, being situateci 
on the side of a steep hill, where tunnels can be driven 
at a comparatively small cost for the purposes of draining 
the quarry and bringing out the materiate." 

Moel Faban is held under a lease f rom the Crown for 
sixty years. The Tanybwlch property is freehold, and 
consists of thirty-five acres, upon which there are 
seventeen cottages and a farm. It is valuable to the 
society, not only for its slate veins, which are very good, 
and on the same slate veins as Penrhyn, Pantdreiniog, 
and Moel Faban, but also because it adjoins Moel Faban, 
which can be worked to better advantage if developed in. 
conjunction with Tanybwlch. This extension of the scope 
of the society's operations, whilst highly desirable, makes 
it necessary to raise ultimately a larger capital than the 
£30,000 originally suggested. For the complete working 
of the properties acquired the subscribed capital should 
be raised to £60,000. 

EXPENDITURE AND DEVELOPMENT, NEW Pl.ANT, ETC. 

The whole of the purchase money and cost of plant, 
and development, which amounts to upwards of 
£30,000, has been paid for in cash, and there is no 
mortgage on any of the properties. From August, 1903, 
to December 30th, 1905, 164,241 tons of blocks, rubbish 
and top rock^had been removed in opening up the 
quarries divided as follows : — 
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Over weighing machine at 

Pantdreiniog 132,755 tons. 

Over weighing machine at 

Moel Faban 25,486 „ 

Not over weighing machine at 

Moel Faban, above 6,000 „ 



Total 164,241 tons. 



Between the same period there have been made of 

Marketable slates at Pantdreiniog . £16,478 15 2 
„ „ Moel Faban . . 1,196 16 

„ „ Tanybwlch . 381 18 io 

Total £18,057 I0 ° 

And in the same period there has been paid in wages : — 

£ s. d. 

At Pantdreiniog 16,843 7 2 

„ Moel Faban 5,946 17 5 

„ Tanybwlch 197 8 1 

£22,987 12 8 



Pantdreiniog. 

It will be observed that the largest output of market- 
able slate has been from Pantdreiniog. This was a 
property which had been worked to a considerable 
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extent ; but owing largely to the neglect to remove 
the top rock and rttbbish, as the development proceeded 
the accumulation in the heart of the working made a 
considerable expenditure of capital necessary to put 
the property in up-to-date working order. To this end, 
as will be seen, the North Wales Quarries Limited have 
removed from Pantdreiniog alone 132,755 tons of blocks, 
rubbish and top rock. The end of the past year (1905) 
sees, however, this task practically complete, and capital 
expenditure beyond what is usuai in the normal de- 
velopment of a quarry will cease. The property has 
been brought into a proritable condition, and from 
this time onwards there is every reason to believe 
it will produce a reasonable return on the expenditure. 
It has done this during the last few months, with prices 
at a very low figure. Indeed, the difference in the 
prices now realised and those realised a little over two 
years ago, when the North Wales Quarries Limited 
took over this property, amounts to over 7| per cent, 
on the capital cost. With the recovery, therefore, of 
the prosperity of the building industry, the prospects of 
profit from this property are good. The following 
particulars of the improvements made may be of 
interest, and will illustrate what has been done. 

The society has constructed at Pantdreiniog new tram 
roads for locomotives ; made new cart roads and paths ; 
built and fitted up new ofhces, new sawing and fitting 
sheds, and bought a newsaw bench ; built additional drum 
buildings and connections attached to the 'old engine ; 
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built a new engine room, and placed the engine in 
position with drum attached ; built a locomotive shed ; 
built large and extensive retaining walls for rubbish ; 
built about thirty new sheds for quarrymen ; built 
two large landings and two strong wooden framings on 
same ; laid four travelling and four winding ropes on 
landings ; built and laid down a new full-sized weigh- 
bridge ; built extensive walls to enclose the property ; 
built a warehouse for stores ; re-arranged and enlarged 
the stacking room for slates ; bought three horses, 
two lurries, one cart, and one locomotive ; built three 
sheltering sheds for the men ; opened out two new 
galleries, Bryntirion and Coetmor ; placed in position 
a new working barrel, and connections to the hydraulic 
pump ; relaid the troughs and pipes, and added a new 
one for feeding the old hydraulic pump, fixed a second 
hydraulic pump alongside the old one, and made 
additions to the framings ; improved the old ladders 
leading to the bottom of the quarry, and constructed 
new ones ; completed for use twenty-two disused iron 
wagons, apart from the new ones bought ; constructed 
a new road, nine feet wide, from Tanyffordd to Peny- 
gr.aig, along the bottom of the tips, and doing away 
with the old paths ; converted No. i and 2 landings 
from timbered ones into a solid floor. 

Moel Faban. 

This is the property leased from the Crown, upon 
which practiealiy no development had taken place 
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prior to its being taken over by the North Wales 
Quarries Limited, and it is mainly for this property that 
the further capital is required. Slate has been^reached r 
it is trae, and about £50 to £60 a month of marketable 
slate is being produced ; but for some time, unless 
a much bigger capital expenditure is quicklyjmade, the 
quantity of marketable slate will increase very slowly. 
Ali the work of opening up the hill andfgetting the 
gallerìes in working order has to be carried out before 
the great slate bed, which is known to exist there, can 
be sufficiently exposed to admit of a large production, 
and therefore profitable, working. The directors are 
pushing f orward with this work as fast as the capital 
permits, and except for that required for stock, it is 
almost entirely on this property that the -£30,000 of 
further capital asked for will be spent. Pantdreiniog, 
as already pointed out, is now self-supporting and 
profitable ; but the proflts made can scarcely be ex- 
pected to supply what is wanted for capital purposes 
on Moel Faban. The following particulars may be of 
interest concerning the work done on this property. 

Here the society has opened out Voel Gallery ; built 
two working sheds for the quarrymen ; laid out stacking 
places for slates ; built a small office ; a saw-bench 
shed, and three sheltering sheds for the workmen ,- 
built large retaining walls for the rubbish ; opened 
out and developed the new Gray gallery ; f ully exposing 
the slate rock here ; built and fitted up]a smithy ; con- 
structed a 200 yards incline ; built large engine, drum 
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and coal sheds ; bought and brought up the side of 
the mountain a large boiler, engine, and drum, with 
great labour, and placed them in position ; built and 
fitted up two weighing machines at Voel and Gray 
Galleries ; constructed cart roads and large extensive 
drains ; constructed a reservoir to supply the boiler 
with water ; laid down pipes to bring the water from 
the reservoir to the boiler, a distance of 500 yards. 

The following interesting description of this property 
appeared in the " Co-operative News." 

" As readers of the ' News* well know, the Moel Faban 
property was altogether undeveloped when taken over. 
Borings had taken place, and had served to show that 
there was rock there in abundance and of every variety* 
It was upon this experiment that both the experts and 
the co-operative delegates who inspected the property 
based their hopes. That this confidence was not 
misplaced has already been proved. As we said in 
the previous article, however remarkable the develop- 
ments we had just witnessed at Pantdreiniog, the pro- 
gress at Moel Faban was stili more striking. For a 
considerable distance the surface has been cleared, 
and rock of good quality exposed a few feet below. 
The ' Gray ' gallery, of which an illustration was given 
last week, has now reached a fairly advanced stage, 
and will be worked to a depth of twenty yards towards 
Tanybwlch. The two properties will then be de- 
veloped simultaneously with one set of machinery, 
considerable economy being thus effectcd At the end 
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of the ' Gray ' gallery is a steep railway, for ali the 
world like a huge water chute, running to the top of 
the Moel Faban Hill. Up this incline the trucks, 
hitched on to a cable, and containing the rubbish, are 
hauled by a powerful engine stationed at the top, 
where the waste is deposited. This railway has been 
erected at considerable cost, but its utility is apparent. 
On the summit of the Moel Faban Hill is the ' VoeT 
gallery. This was approached through a tunnel of 
solid rock, some four or five feet high, reminding one 
of a ' working ' in a coal mine. At the end of the tunnel 
we emerged into a huge well-like cavity, with towering 
walls of rock, on which a number of men were busy at 
work. The rock includes a valuable vein of green 
slate, which is so much in demand, and can be worked 
with such profitable results. Both here and at the 
4 Gray ' gallery, as the work of development goes on, 
there are unmistakable signs of improvement, and Mr. 
Parry informed us that he was looking forward to an 
immediate increase in the ' make.' " 

Tanybwxch. 

In connection with this property the society haS built 
a new incline to bring the manuf actured slates up from 
the pit ; repaired the farmhouse, building offices, and 
two of the cottages ; repaired the cart road leading 
to the society's property at Moel Faban ; uncovered 
the old workings and tunnel leading to the underground 
chambers, and which also serves to drain the property. 
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The Directors' Circui,ar. 

In a circular just being issued by the directors, we 
find the following. 

" Trade. — The directors desire to draw the attention 
of shareholders to the f act that the North Wales Quarries 
Limited has arranged to supply its slates direct to its 
customers. This policy having from time to time been 
urged upon the directors by the shareholders, it is hoped 
that they will support the same by placing their orders 
with their own quarries. 

" Our price Ust, and a list of slates on our banks can 
always be obtained, and it is desired that our customers 
will notify us as much in advance as possible of their 
probable needs. Our output is steadily increasing, and 
the quality of our productions is amongst the best 
in the country. 

" We desire to direct the special attention of our 
shareholders to two matters. 

" First, owing to the strong prejudice of other slate 
firms against the formation of our concern, due largely 
to the fact that our existence tends to break up their 
monopoly, extreme pressure is being brought to bear 
through builders, architects, and others, to prevent our 
establishing a direct connection. The committees of 
our societies are therefore asked not to submit to this 
pressure, but to take steps to get their slates from their 
own quarries, by giving instructions that the slates 
of the North Wales Quarries Limited are to be specified 
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in their building operations, where possible. The 
secretaries of shareholding societies should write direct 
to the quarries. Our slates are highly commended by 
impartial experts. Ali three of our quarries are on 
the same vein as the renowned Penrhyn quarries, and 
our slates are similar as to sizes, quality, and 
colour. 

" Secondly, other quarries are issuing circulars calcu- 
lated to cause confusion with our own, and it is desired 
that our shareholders will see that ali Communications 
are addressed as above. Trade has, to our knowledge, 
gone elsewhere which was intended for us. 

11 We want particularly to draw attention to the fact 
that there is no connection whatever between this 
society and the North Wales Slate Quarries Co. Limited 
that has figured lately in the newspapers and the courts. 
The similarity in the names has misled some that it 
was the one and the same. Neither is there any con- 
nection between us and any other Quarry Company. 
Our Head Office is at Manchester, and our quarries* 
offices are at Pantdreiniog, Bethesda, N. Wales, where * 
ali Communications about supplies and prices are to 
be sent. 

" Capital. — The capital required for the development 
of Moel Faban has not yet been subscribed. The 
directors would regret very much having to stop this 
part of the work, but unless a good response is made 
very soon to this appeal, there will be no course 
open but to restrict our development, and confine 
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ourselves to working the Pantdreiniog property, which 
is now showing a substantial profit. If each of our 
society shareholders would increase its holding by 
doubling same, it would relieve the directors of ali 
anxiety on this head and insure that, when the revival 
of trade extends to the building industry, we should 
be ready to reap the reward of our enterprise, 

" Our shareholders now include nearly 500 co-opera- 
tive societies and most of the leading trade union?, 
and with the hearty support of our shareholders, the 
directors are confldent that there is a great future for 
the enterprise." 

Not only are the directors confldent that if capital 
is forthcoming there is a bright future for this venture, 
but the following words of Mr. Thos. Wood (of Messrs. 
Appleby and Wood, auditors), the auditor to the 
society, spoken at the last shareholders' meeting and 
reported in the " Co-operative News," go to support 
the same contention : — 

" It was desirable, however, to review the prospects 
of the society from the present point of view, which 
was admitted to be about as adverse as was likely to 
be experienced. In the first place, there would be a 
probable decrease of the establishment charges indicated 
in the report, which was likely to equal nearly, if not 
wholly, the loss shown in the trade account. Taking 
into account the increased production in prospect, on 
which there would not be a proportionate increase of 
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establishment charges, the prospeet was very en- 
couraging. The manager was confident that in two 
years the developments of the Pantdreiniog quarry 
would be such that its production would be doubled. 
At the low prices realised last half-year, plus an im- 
provement of 12$ per cent, from direct trading, they 
might with confidence expect a profit on working of 
about £1,700. With the increase of depreciation 
consequent upon the Pantdreiniog quarry being fully 
worked, he estimated that the establishment charges 
would amount to about, and not likely to exceed, £700. 
Add to this 2 \ per cent, for extra expenses for canvassing 
for direct trade, there would be left a profit of £850, 
based upon the present low figures, or £100 in excess 
of 5 per cent, per annum on the present paid-up capital. 
To the extent that the decline in prices since the in- 
ception ol llic society recovered, this profit would be 
increased ; if, say, by only io per cent., the net profits 
for a half-year on £6,000 production would amount to 
£1,450, which would be £700 in excess of 5 per cent, per 
annum on existing capital. 

" In concluding, Mr. Wood said he had faith in the 
future prosperity of the society, if ali the elements 
composing it were inspired by one common object of 
contributing the best of their influences to its success. 
Knowing the devotion of the manager to his work, 
and the personal sacrifices he was making, he had no 
misgiving in that quarter. The directors were equally 
devoted to its interests, and it only remained for the 
share and loan holders to use their influence to bring 
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trade to the quarries, so as to exercise its production 
to the utmost capacity, and to be patient in the con- 
fidence that dividends would ultimately accrue. ,, 

Conclusion. 

In concluding this brief review of the history and 
development of this new co-operative venture, the 
following points, perhaps, deserve emphasising. 

The experiment originated in a generous and public- 
spirited desire on the part of co-operators, trade unionists, 
and others to do something constructive for the benefit 
of those concerned in the well-known quarry dispute. 
It was important that what could be done should be 
done quickly. In the desire to make a quick start it 
was inevitable that ali the purely business aspects of 
the question would not receive that attention which 
they would have done if those responsible had been 
able to act quite independently of ali except business 
considerations. 

Three properties had to be acquired, and that quickly, 
Pantdreiniog because it would give the greatest im- 
mediate employment to quarrymen and give us a quick 
supply of slate, Moel Faban because of its potential 
value when developed ; Tanybwlch (i) because it was 
freehold, adjoined Moel Faban, and geologically is part 
of it, (2) because it was in the market, and if not bought 
by us might have been bought by others to the injury 
of Moel Faban ; (3) because if worked as one with Moel 
Faban it will in the future add enormously to our 
output of slates. 
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Different parties had to be dealt with in the case 
of each property. Things were, however, speedily got 
into shape, and ali the properties arranged for on terms 
which the directors have never had reason to regret. 

In asking for £30,000 on the first prospectus, the 
more immediate requirements only were thought of, and 
the whole pian of development had not, with its cost, 
been completely worked out. The £30,000 has been 
sufficient up to now, but a further £30,000 is needed 
to get Moel Faban into shape for turning out a large 
quantity of slate and to provide the capital to stock 
say, £5,000 worth of slate to enable us to meet the 
requirements of our societies and other custorcers 
promptly. The directors ask that co-operative societes 
will take action in two ways : 

(a) Add to their capital so as to enable us to proceed 
rapidly with the development of Moel Faban, hearing 
in mind that the capital already sunk there cannot 
be made remunerative until much more work has been 
<ione, and the quicker it is done, therefore, the better. 

(b) Arrange to get the slates direct from the 
quarries. Constant pressure was brought to bear 
on the directors at the general meetings of the share- 
holders in the quarries to supply their slates direct, 
and not through agents. This has now been arranged, 
and yet we find societies — in some cases shareholders — 
who make little or no erTort to help the quarries with 
their orders. This may be due to our failure to bring 
the matter clearly to their notice. The object of this 
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paper is.to make the position of the North Wales 

Quarries Limited on this, and other matters, clear, 

in the hope that when this is done the necessary supporr 

in capital and trade will be forthcoming to make the 

society what it promises in time to become, viz., one of 

the most successful ventures in the history of the 

co-operative movement. 

Henry Vivian. 
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